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WHITE DEVIL. 

[ ESIDES the ecHtion of this Tragedy set forth 
on the title-page, there appeared, at intervals, 
the following : — 

1. The White Devil, or, the Tragedy of 
Paulo Giordano Vrsini, Duke of Brachiano, With the Life, 
and Death of Vittoria Coromhona, the famous Venetian Cur- 
tizan. As it hath hin diners times Acted, hy the Queenes 
Maiesties seruants, at ^he Phosnix, in Drury-lane. Written 
hy John Wehster. Non inferiora secutus. London, Printed 
hy I. N. for Hugh Perry, and are to be sold at his shop at 
the signe of the Harrow in Brittainsburse. 1631. 4to. 

2. The White Devil, or Vittoria Coromhona, a Lady of 
Venice. A Tragedy, hy John Webster. Acted formerly 
by her Majesties servants at the Phcenix in Drury-lane ; and 
at this present (by his now Majesties) at the Theatre Koyal. 
Non inferiora secutus* London, printed by G. Miller, for 
John Playfere, at the White Lion, in the Upper Walk of 
the New Exchange, and William Crooke at the Three Bibles 
on Fleet Bridge. 1665. 

3. Vittoria Coromhona, or the White Devil. A 
Tragedy, by J. Webster. As it is acted at the Theatre 
Eoyal, by his Majesties servants. London, printed for 
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4 WRITE DEVIL. 

William Crooke, at the Qreen Dragon without Temple 
Bar. 1672. 

Further, writes Mr. Collier: "Upon looking into the 
play of Injured Love, or the Cruel Husband, which the 
title page says was written hy Mr. N. Tate, author of the 
Tragedy of King Lear, I found it to be no other than 
our author's play of the White Devil, with a different name. 
It appears never to have been acted, though designed for 
representation at the Theatre Eoyal.'* 

The plot of the Tragedy is thus outlined by Mr. Genest 
in his Account of the English Stage : — " The Duke of 
Brachiano is married to Isabella, the sister of the Duke of 
Florence — ^but in love with Vittoria, the wife of Camillo. 
Flamineo assists Brachiano in debauching his sister 
Vittoria. He kills Camillo, and pretends that he died by 
accident. Brachiano causes Isabella to be poisoned. 
Vittoria is tried for adultery, and sentenced to be confined 
in a house for penitent strumpets. Brachiano gets her from 
thence and marries her. Flamineo kills his brother 
Marcello. Th6 Duke of Florence, disguised as a Moor, 
poisons Brachiano. Two of his friends kill Flamineo and 
Vittoria." 

The story of Vittoria Corombona (Accorambuoni), as 
Mr. Jourdain de Gatwick has obligingly pointed out to me, 
is related at large in Casimir Tempesti's " Storia della Vita 
e Geste di Sisto Quinto," and from one of the authorities 
cited by this author, Webster probably derived the mate- 
rials of his tragedy ; though, for that matter, the dramatist 
lived sufficiently near the date of the events themselves to 
have learned the story from the lips of some one who had 
gathered it on the spot. 
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WHITE DEVIL. 5 

'^ Paulo Giordano Ursini, Duke di Brachiano (adds Mr. de 
Gatwick) married, first, Isabella, daughter of Cosmo dei 
Medici, and sister of Francesco dei Medici, Granduca di 
Toscana, who, writes Sansovino,^ 

* mori d'assai giovana et&.' 

He married, in 1585, for his second wife,yittoria Accoram- 
buoni, widow of Francesco Peretti, nephew of the Cardinal 
of Montalto, afterwards Pope Sextus V. Francesco Pe- 
retti, the Camillo of Webster's tragedy, was assassinated 
in 1582 ; Vittoria was confined in the Castle Sant' Angelo 
by Pope Gregory XIII. from January, 1583, to April, 
1585, and murdered after the death of her husband the 
Duke. Flaminio, her brother, was also killed. The other 
characters in Webster's play are all mentioned in the real 
story : to some he gives their own names, and only slightly 
changes that of the others." 

One memorial of the terrible Duke who partly gave title 
to this tragedy is still manifest : at Brachiano, in the Papal 
States, nineteen miles north-west from Home, the ruins of 
a fine old castle, once the stronghold of the Brachiani, 
frown to this day, formidable in their decay. 

W. H. 

1 Delia Origine et de' Fatti Delle Famiglie illastri Dltalia. 
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TO THE READER 

f N publishing this Tragedy, I doe but challenge 
to myselfe that liberty, which other men have 
tane before mee ; not that I affect praise by 
it, for, nos base nouimus esse nihil, onely, 
since it was acted in so dull a time of Winter,^ presented in 
so open and blacke a theater,^ that it wanted (that which 
is the onely grace and setting-out of a tragedy) a fall and 
imderstanding Auditory ; and that since that time I haue 
noted, most of the people that come to that play-house 
resemble those ignorant asses (who, visiting stationers' 
shoppes, their use is not to inquire for good books, but 
new books), I present it to the generall view with this 
confidence : 

Nee rhoncos metnes maligniorum, 
Nee scombris tunicas dabis molestas. 

If it be objected this is no true drammaticke poem, I 
shall easily confesse it, non potes in nugas dicere plura 
meas, ipse ego quam dixi ; willingly, and not ignorantly, 

' In the subsequent editions this passage '' in so dull a time of 
winter " is omitted. 

^ Black a theater. — ^Probably, rather, blank, i. e. vacant, unsup- 
plied with articles necessary toward theatrical representation. — 
Steevens. 
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TO THE READER. 7 

in this kind haue I faulted : For should a man present 
to such an auditory, the most seutentious tragedy that euer 
was written, obsendng all the critticdl lawes as heighth 
of stile, and grauity of person, inrich it with the senten- 
tious CHOBUS, and, as it were lifen^ Death, in the passionate 
and weighty Nuntius : yet after all this diuine rapture, O 
dura messorum Bia, the breath that comes from the 
uncapable multitude is able to poison it ; and, ere it be 
acted, let the author resolue to fix to every scene this of 

Horace: 

— ^HsBC hodie porcis oomedenda relinques. 

To those who report I was a long time in finishing this 
tragedy, I confesse I do not write with a goose-quill 
winged with two feathers ; and if they will neede make it 
my fault, I must answere them with that of Euripides to 
Alcestides, a tragick writer: Alcestides objecting that 
Euripides had onely, in three daies composed three verses, 
whereas himselfe had written three hundredth: Thou 
telst truth (quoth he), but heres the difference, thine shall 
onely bee read for three daies, whereas mine shall continue 
three ages. 

Detraction is the swome friend to ignorance : for mine 
owne part, I haue euer truly cherisht my good opinion of 
other mens wortiiy labours, especially of that full and 
haightned stile of maister Chapman, the labor'd and 
understanding workes of maister Johnson, the no lesse 
worthy composures of the both worthily excellent maister 
Beamont and maister Fletcher ; and lastiy (without wrong 
last to be named), the right happy and copious industry of 
m. Shake-speare, m. Decker, and m. Heywood, wishing 

» Editions of 1666 and 1672 « enliven.*' 
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8 TO THE READER. 

what I write may be read by their light : protesting that, 
in the strength of mine owne judgement, I know them so 
worthy, that though I rest silent in my own worke, yet to 
most of theirs I dare (without flattery) fix that of Martial, 

" ■ mom w)Twnt SicBC fnommuntiu niort* 



In mentem Authoris. — J. WiLSOir. 

Scire veUi quid tit mviUrf quo percitet attrot 
En Hbiy n tapias, cttm tuk, miUe $aiet^ 

' These verses, '' In mentem Authoris," were first printed in 
the edition of 1 665, with the initials J. W. In the edition of 1672, 
the name, John Wilson, is printed in full. 
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On Mb. Websteb's most Excellent Tbagedt, 
CALLED The White Devil. 

" Wee will no more admire Euripides, 
Nor praise the tragick streines of Sophocles ; 
For why ? Thou in this Tragedie hast fram'd 
All real worth that can in them be nam'd. 
How lively are thy persons filled, and 
How pretty are thy lines ! Thy verses stand 
Like unto pretious Jewels set in gold, 
And grace thy fluent prose. I once was told 
By one well skild in Arts, he thought thy play 
Was onely worthy Fame to beare away 
From all before it : Brachianos 111, 
Murthering his Dutchesse, hath by thy rare skill 
Made him renown'd ; Flamineo such another. 
The Devils darling, Murtherer of his brother : 
His part most strange, (given him to Act by thee) 
Doth gaine him Credit, and not Calumnie : 
Vittoria Corombona, that fam'd Whore, 
Desp'rate Lodovico weltring in his gore. 
Subtile Francisco, all of them shall bee 
Gaz'd at as Comets by Posteritie : 
And thou meane time with never withering Bayes 
Shalt Crowned bee by all that read thy Layes." 

S, Sheppabd. Epigrams Theohgicdl, Philoso- 
phical, 4c BomanticJc, 6^e, 1651. 
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THE PEESONS.i 

MoNTiCBLSo — a Cardinal; afterwards Pope Paul the 

Fourth. 
Feancisco db Medicis, Duke of Florence; in the 6th 

Act disguis'd for a Moor, under the name of Mtju- 

NASSAB. 

Bbackeano, otherwise Paulo Giobdano Ubsini, Duke of 
Brachiano, Hushand to Isabella, and in love with 

VlTTOBLA.. 

Giovanni — ^his Son hy Isabella. 

LoDovico, an Italian Count, hut decayed. 

Antonelli, I his Friends, and Dependents of the Duke 

Gaspabo, j of Florence. 

Camtllo, Hushand to Vittobia. 

HoBTENSio, one of Bbachiano's Officers. 

Mabcello, an Attendant of the Duke of Florence, and 
Brother to Vittobia. 

Flamineo, his Brother ; Secretary to Bbachiano. 

Jaques, a Moor, Servant to Giovanni. 

Isabella, Sister to Fbancisco de Medicis, and Wife to 
Bbachiano. 

Vittobia Cobombona, a Venetian Lady ; first marr'd to 
Camillo, afterwards to Bbachiano. 

CoBNELiA, Mother to Vittobia, Flamineo, and Mab- 
cello. 

Zanche, a Moor, Servant to Vittobia. 

Ainhassadors, Courtiers, Lawyers, Officers, Physitians, 
Conjurer, Armorer, Attendants. 

THE SCENE— ITALY. 

* From the edition of 1665. 
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THE WHITE DEVIL. 

ACT I.— Scene I.^ 
Enter Count Lodovico, Antonelli, and Gaspabo. 

Lodovico. 
^AOTSHT! 

Ant. It griev'd me much to hear the 
sentence. 

Lod. Ha, ha, O Democritus, thy gods 
That govern the whole world I courtly reward 
And punishment. Fortune's a right whore : 
If she give aught, she deals it in small parcels, 
That she may take away all at one swoop. 
This 'tis to have great enemies ! God 'quite them. 
Your wolf no longer seems to he a wolf 
Than when she's hungry. 

Gas. You term those enemies, 
Are men of princely rank. 
Lod, Oh, I pray for them : 

' The division into acts Is first made in the edition of 1665. 
The further distribution of the acts into scenes, in the edition of 
1672. 
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12 THE WHITE DEVIL; OR, [act i. 

The violent thunder is adored by those 
Are pasht^ in pieces by it. 

AnU Come, my Lord, 
You are justly doom'd ; look but a little back 
Into your former life : you have in three years 
Buin'd the noblest earldom. 

Oas, Your followers 
Have swallowed you, like mummia,* and being sick 
With such unnatural and horrid physic, 
Vomit you up i' th' kennel. 

Ant, All the damnable degrees 
Of drinking have you stagger'd through. One citizen 
Is lord of two fair manors, call'd you master. 
Only for caviare. 

Oas, Those noblemen 
Which were invited to your prodigal feasts, 
(Wherein the phoenix scarce could 'scape your throats) 
Laugh at your misery, as fore-deeming you 
An idle meteor, which drawn forth, the earth 
Would be soon lost i' the air. 



' Pathtj explains Gifford, in a note to Massinger's Virgin 
Martyr J " signifies to throw one thing with violence against an- 
other." 

* Mummia, mummy, " Mummy is said to have been first 
brought into use in medicine by the malice of a Jewish physi- 
cian, who wrote that flesh thus embalmed was good for the cure 
of divers diseases, and particularly bruises, to prevent the blood's 
gathering and coagulating. It is, however, believed that no use 
whatever can be derived from it in medicine, and that ail which 
is sold in the shops, whether brought from Venice, or even 
directly from the Levant by Alexandria, is factitious, the work of 
certain Jews, who counterfeit it by drying carcases in ovens, 
after having prepared them with powder of myrrh, caballin aloes, 
Jewi^ pitch, and other coarse or unwholesome drugs." 

Chambers' Dictionary, voce Mummy. 
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8c. I.] riTTOBIA COROMBONA. 13 

Ant* Jest upon you, 
And say you were begotten in an earthquake. 
You have ruin'd such fair lordships. 

Lod. Very good. 
This well goes with two buckets : I must tend 
The pouring out of either. 

Oas, Worse than these. 
You have acted certain murders here in Home, 
Bloody and full of horror. 

Lod, 'Las, they were flea-bitings : 
Why took they not my head then ? 

Oas, O, my lord I 
The law doth sometimes mediate, thinks it good 
Not ever to steep violent sins in blood : 
This gentle p€»iance may both end your crimes, 
And in the example better these bad times. 

Lod, So, but I wonder then some great men 'scape 
This banishment : there's Paulo Griordano Ursini, 
The duke of Brachiano, now lives in Eome, 
And by close panderism seeks to prostitute 
The honour of Vittoria Corombona : 
Yittoria, she that might have got my pardon 
For one kiss to the duke. 

Ant, Have a full man within you : 
We see that trees bear no such pleasant fruit 
There where they grew first, as where they are new set. 
Perfumes, the more they are chaTd, the more they render 
Their pleasing scents : and so affliction 
Expresseth^ virtue fully, whether true, 
Or else adulterate. 

* Presses out. 
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14 THE WHITE DEVIL; OB, [act i. 

Lod. Leave your painted comforts ; 
I'll make Italian cut-works^ in their guts 
If ever I return. 

Oas. O sir, 

Lod, I am patient. 
I have seen some ready to be executed, 
Give pleasant looks, and money, and grow familiar 
With the knave hangman ; so do I ; I thank ihem^ 
And woidd account them nobly merciful, 
Would they dispatch me quickly. 

Ant, Fare you well ; 
We shall find time, I doubt not, to repeal 
Your banishment. 

Lod, I am ever bound to you.* 
This is the world's alms ; pray make use of it. 
Great men sell sheep, thus to be cut in pieces, 
When first they have shorn them bare, and sold their fleeces. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene II. 

Enter Bbachiano, Camillo, Flaminbo, Vittoeia. 

Brack, Your best of rest. 
VU, Cor, Unto my lord the duke, 
The best of welcome. More lights : attend the duke. 

[Exewftt CamUh and Vittoria, 
Brack, Flamineo. 

* A kind of open work, made by catting out or stamping. — 
Dtcb. 

» In the margin of the quarto, opposite these lines, we read 
Enter Senate, meaning the Sennet, or flourish of trumpets, &c. 
preceding the Duke. — Collieb. 
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sen.] VITTORIA OOBOMBONA. 16 

• FUtm, My lord. 

Brcuih. Quite lost, Flamineo. 

Flam. Pursue your noble wishes, I am pFompt 
As lightning to your service. O, my lord ! 
The fair Vittoria, my happy sister, 
Shall give you present audience. Gentlemen, [Whisper. 
Let the caroch^ go on, and 'tis his pleasure 
You put out all your torches, and depart. 

Bradi. Are we so lu^py ? 

Flam. Can it he otherwise ? 
Observed you not to-night, my honoured lord, 
Which way soe'er you went, she threw her eyes? 
I have dealt already with her chamber-maid, 
Zanche the Moor ; and she is wondrous proud 
To be the agent for so high a spirit. 

Brack. We are happy above thought, because 'hove merit. 

Flam. 'Bove merit I we may now talk freely : 'hove merit I 
what is't you doubt ? her coyness I that's but the superficies 
of lust most women have ; yet why should ladies blush to 
hear that nam'd, which they do not fear to handle? O 
they are politic ; they know our desire is increased by the 
difficulty of enjoying ; whereas satiety is a blunt, weary, 
and drowsy passion. If the buttery-hatch at court stood 
continually open, there would be nothing so passionate 
crowding, nor hot suit after the beverage. 

Brack. O but her jealous husband 

Flam. Hang him ; a gilder that hath his brains perisht 
with quick-silver is not more cold in the liver. ^The great 
barriers moidted not more feathers, than he hath shed hairs, 

* Great coach. 

3 i. e. more feathers were not dislodged, from the helmets of 
the combatants in the great tilting match. 
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1 6 TBE WHITE DEVIL ; OR, [act i. 

by the confession of his doctor. ^An Irish gamester that 
will play himself naked^ and then wage all downwards, at 
hazard, is not more renturoOB. So miable to please a 
woman, that, like a Dutch doublet, all his back is shrank 
into his breeches. 

Shroud you within this closet, good my lord ; 
Some trick now must be thought on to divide 
My brother-in-law from his fair bed-fellow. 

Brack. O should she fail to come. 

Flam, I must not have your lordship thus unwisely 
amorous. I myself have loved a lady, and pursued her with 
a great deal of under-age protestation, whom some three or 
four gallants that have enjoyed would with all their hearts 
have been glad to have been rid of. 'Tis just like a summer 
bird-cage in a garden : the birds that are without despair 
to get in, and the birds that are within despair and are in 
a consumption, for fear they shall never get out. Away, 
away, my Iwd. lEani Broth. 

Enter Cahillo« 

See here he comes. This fellow by his apparel 
Some men would judge a politician ; 
But call his wit in question, you shall find it 
Merely an ass ^in's«foot cloth. 

* An Iruh gametUr loUl play hmtelf naked, — Bamaby Bich, in 
his New Detcription of Ireland, 1610, says, *^ there is (i. e. in Ire- 
land) a certaine brotherhood, called by the name of Karrowes, and 
these be common gamsters, that do only exercise playing at cards, 
and they will play away their mantels, and their shirts from their 
backs, and when they ha^e nothing left them, they will trusse 
themselves in straw : this is the life they lead, and from this they 
will not be reclaimed." — Ebed. 

' i. e. in his housings, his aocoutrements. — Stsbvsns. 
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8c. n.] riTTOBIA COEOMBONA. 17 

How now, brother? what, travelling to bed to your kind wife? 

Cam, I assure you, brother, no ; my Toyage lies 
More northerly, in a far colder clime. 
I do not well remember, I protest. 
When I last lay with her. 

Flam. Strange you should lose your count. 

Cam. We never lay together, but ere morning 
There grew a *flaw between us. 

Flam, 'Thad been your part 
To have made up that flaw. 

Cam. True, but she loaths I should be seen in't. 

Flam, Why, sir, what's the matter? 

Cam. The duke your master visits me, I thank him ; 
And I perceive how, like an earnest bowler, 
lie very passionately leans that way 
He should have his bowl run. 

Flam. I hope you do not think 

Cam. That nobleman bowl booty ?* faith, his cheek 
Hath a most excellent bias : it would £Edn jump with my 
mistress. 

Flam. Will you be an ass. 
Despite your Aristotle ? or a cuckold, 
Contrary to your Ephemerides, 
Which shews you under what a smiling plaUet 
You were first swaddled ? 

Cam. Pew wew, sir; teU not me 
Of planets nor of Ephemerides. 
A man may be made cuckold in the day-time, 

* Flaw, a violent storm of wind. Hence, metaphorically, a 
quarrel. — Halliwbll. 

^ To play booty, is to allow one's adversary to win at first, in 
order to induce him to continue playing afterwards. — ^Halliwbll. 

VOL. n. C 
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18 TBE WHITE DEVIL; OR, [act i. 

When tlie stars eyes are out. 

Flam, Sir, good-bye you ; 
I do commit you to your pitiful pillow 
Stuft with horn-shavings. 

Cam. Brother I 

Flam. God refuse me^^ 
Might I adyise you now, your only oourse 
Were to lock up your wife. 

Cam. 'Twere very good. 

Flam. Bar her the sight of revels. 

Cam. Excellent. 

Flam. Let her not go to church, but, like a hound 
In learn,' at your heels. 

Cam. 'Twere for her honour. 

Flam. And so you should be certain in one fortnight, 
Despite her chastity or innocence, 
To be cuckolded, which yet is in suspense. 
This is my counsel, and I ask no fee for't. 

Gam. Come, you know not where my nightcap wrings me. 

Flam. Wear it a' th' old fashion ; let your large ears 
come through, it will be more easy. Nay, I wiU be bitter: 
bar your wife of her entertainment: women are more 
willingly and more gloriously chaste, when they are least 
restrained of their liberty. It seems you would be a fine 
capricious, mathematically jealous coxcomb; take the height 
of your own horns with a Jacob's staff, afore they are up. 
These politic indosures for paltry mutton, make more re- 

^ God refute me,— Refute me, or God refute me, appears to have 
been among the fashionable modes of swearing in our author's 
time. 

^ i. e. a leash, a string. Learn is a correction suggested by 
Steevens. The original has Leon, which has here no meaning. 
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8c. n.] VITTORIA COBOMBONA. 19 

bellion in the flesh, than all the proYOcatiye electuaries 
doctors have uttered since last jubilee. 

Cam. This doth not physic me. 

Flam. It seems you are jealous : ITl shew you the error 
of it by a familiar example : I have seen a pair of spec- 
tacles &.shioned with such perspective art, that lay down 
but one twelve pence a' th' board, 'twill appear as if there 
were twenty; now should you wear a pair of these spectacles, 
and see your wife tying her shoe, you would imagine twenty 
hands were taking up of your wife's clothes, and this would 
put you into a horrible causeless fury. 

Cam. The fault here, sir, is not in the eyesight. 

Flam. True, but they that have the yellow jaundice 
think all objects they look on to be yellow. Jealousy is 
worse ; her fits presenting to a man, like so many bubbles 
in a bason of water, twenty several crabbed £Eu;es, many 
times makes his own shadow his cuckold-maker. 

Enter Vittoria Cobohbona. 
See^ she comes ; what reason have you to be jealous of 
this creature? what an ignorant ass or flattering knave might 
he be counted, that should write sonnets to her eyes, or call 
her brow the snow of Ida, or ivory of Corinth ; or compare 
her hair to the black-bird's bill, when 'tis like the black- 
bird's feather? this is all. Be wise ; I will make you friends, 
and you shall go to bed together. Marry, look you, it shall 
not be your seeking. Do you stand upon that, by any 
means : walk you aloof; I would not have you seen in't. — 
Sister [my lord attends you in the banquetting-house^] your 
husband is wondrous discontented. 

' The passages here marked within brackets are spoken aside 
to Yittona. 
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Fte. Cwr. I didnotluDg to displease him ; I cured to him 
at supper-time. 

Flam, [You need not have caired him, in faith ; they 
saj he is a capon already. I must now seemingly fall out 
with you]. Shall a gentleman so well descended as Camillo 
[a lousy slave, that within this twenty years rode with 
the black guard^ in the duke's carriage, 'mongst spits and 
dripping-pans I] — 

Cam, Now he begins to tickle her. 

Flam, An excellent scholar [one that hath a head fill'd 
with calves brains without any sage in them,] come crouch- 
ing in the hams to you for a night's lodging ? [that hath 
an itch in's hams, which like the fire at the glass-house hath 
not gone out this seven years] is he not a courtly gentle- 
man ? [when he wears white satin, one would take him by 
his black muzzle to be no other creature than a maggot] 
you are a goodly foil, I confess, well set out [but cover'd 
with a false stone — yon counterfeit diamond.] 

Cam. He will make her know what is in me. 

Flam, [Come, my lord attends you ; thou shalt go to bed 
to my lord.] 

Cam, Now he comes to't. 

Flam, [With a relish as curious as a vintner going to 
taste new wine.] I am opening your case hard. 

[To CamxOo. 

Cam, A virtuous brother, o' my credit I 

Flam, He will give thee a ring with a philosopher's 
stone in it. 

' i. e. as Gifford explains, in his edition of Ben Jonson, the 
scuUions and other drud^s, who rode in the vehicles which car- 
ried the furniture and kitchen utensils of great people on their 
Journeys from one of their houses to another. 
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Cam. Indeed, I am etudjing alcbjmj. 

Flam, Thou shalt lie in a bed stuffed with turde's fea- 
thers; swoon in perfumed linen, like the fellow was smo- 
thered in roses. So perfect shall be thy happiness, that as 
men at sea think land, and trees, and ships, go that way 
they go ; so both heaven and earth shall seem to go your 
voyage. Shall't meet him ; 'tb fix'd, with nails of dia- 
monds to inevitable necessity. 

VU. Cor. How shall's rid him hence ? [A^ide^ 

Flam, [I will put ^rize in's tail, set him gadding pre- 
sently.] I have ahnost wrought her to it ; I find her com- 
ing : but, might I advise you now, for this night I would 
not lie with her, I would cross her humour to make her 
more humble. 

(7am. Shalll, shaUI? 

Flam, It will shew in you a supremacy of judgment. 

Cam. True, and a mind differing from the tumultuary 
opinion ; for, qucR negata, grata. 

Flam. Bight : you are the 'adamant shall draw her to 
you, though you keep distance off. 

Cam. A philosophical reason. 

Flam, Walk by her a' th' nobleman's fashion, and tell 
her you will lie with her at the end of the progress. 

Cam. Yittoria, I cannot be induc'd, or as a man would 
say, incited 

VU. Cor. To do what, sir? 

Cam. To lie with you to-night. Your silkworm useth 



^ So marked, in old handwriting, in the copy of the edition of 
1612, at the British Museum. 
* i. e. the fly that stings cattle. 
' i. e. the magnet. 
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to fast every third day, and the next following spins the 
better. To-morrow at night, I am for you. 

VU. Cor, You'll spin a fair thread, trust to't. 

Flam, But do you hear, I shall have you steal to her 
chamber about midnight. 

Cam. Do you think so ? why look you, brother, because 
you shall not think 111 gull you, take the key, lock me into 
the chamber, and say you shall be sure of me. 

Flam, In troth I will ; I'll be your jailor once. 
But have you ne'er a fals^ door? 

Cam, A pox on't, as I am a Christian ! tell me to-morrow 
how scurvily she takes my unkind parting. 

Flam, I will. 

Cam, Didst thou not mark the jest of the silk-worm ? 
Good-night ; in fsuth, I will use this trick often. 

Flam, Do, do, do. [Exit CamUlo, 

So, now you are safe. Ha, ha, ha, thou intanglest thyself 
in thine own work like a silk-worm. 

Enter Bsacbdcano. 

Come, sister, darkness hides your blush. Women are 
like curst^ dogs : civility* keeps them tied all day-time, but 
they are let loose at midnight ; then they do most good, or 
most mischief. My lord, my lord I 

Zanche brings out a carpet, spreads it, and lays on it two 
fair cushions, 
Brach, Give credit : I could wish time would stand still. 
And never end this interview, this hour; 
But all delight doth itself soons't devour. 

> lU-oonditioned. ' Social order. 
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3iUer CoBNELiA listening,^ 

Let me into javar bosom, happy ladj, 
Pour out, instead of eloquence, mj tows. 
Loose me not, madam, for if you forego me, 
I am lost eternally. 

VU. Cor, Sir, in the way of pity, 
I wish you heart-whole. 

Brack, You are a sweet physician. 

Tit, Cor, Sure, sir, a loathed cruelty in ladies 
Is as to doctors many funerals : 
It takes away their credit. 

Brack, Excellent creature ! 
We call the cruel, fair ; what name for you 
That are so merciful ? 

Zan, See now they dose. 

Flam, Most happy union. 

Car, «My fears are feU'n upon me : oh, my heart I 
My son the pander I now I find our house 
Sinking to ruin. Earthquakes leave behind, 
Where they have tyranniz'd, iron, or lead, or stone ; 
But woe to ruin, violent lust leaves none. 

Brack. What value is this jewel ? 

VU, Cor, 'Tis the omiunent of a weak fortune. 

Brack, In sooth, I'll have it ; nay, I will but change 
My jewel for your jewel. 

Flam, Excellent; 
His jewel for her jewel : well put in, duke. 

* This direction ag to listening is in mannscript in the copy of 
1612 just mentioned. 
' Aside. 
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Brack, Nay, let me see you wear it. 

Vit Cor. Here, sir? 

Brack, Nay, lower, you shaU wear my jewel lower. 

Flam, That's better : she must wear his jewel lower. 

VU, Cor, To pass away the time, I'll tell your grace 
A dream I had last night. 

Brack, Most wishedly. 

Vit, Cor, A foolish idle dream : 
Methought I walk'd about the mid of night 
Into a church-yard, where a goodly yew-tree 
Spread her large root in ground : under that yew, 
Ab I sate sadly leaning on a grave, 
Checquer'd with cross sticks, there came stealing in 
Your duchess and my husband ; one of them 
A pick-ax bore, th' other a rusty spade, 
And in rough terms they 'gan to challenge me 
About this yew. 

Brack. That tree? 

Vit, Cor. This harmless yew ; 
They told me my intent was to root up 
That well-grown yew, and plant i' the stead of it 
A wither'd black-thorn ; and for that they yow'd 
To bury me alive. My husband straight 
With pick-ax 'gan to dig, and your fell duchess 
With shovel, like a fury, voided out 
The earth and scattered bones : lord, how methought 
I trembled I and yet for all this terror 
I could not pray. 

Flam, No ; the devil was in your dream. 

Vit. Cor. When to my rescue there arose, methought, 
A whirlwind, which let fall a massy arm 
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Erom that strong plant ; 

And both were struck dead by that sacred yew, 

In that base shallow grave that was their due. 

Flam. Excellent devil I 
She hath taught him in a dream 
To make away his duchess and her husband. 

Brack. Sweetly shall I interpret this your dream. 
You are lodg'd within his arms who shall protect you 
From all the fevers of a jealous husband, 
From the poor envy of our phlegmatic duchess. 
I'll seat you above law, and above scandal ; ^ 
Give to your thoughts the invention of delight, 
And the fruition ; nor shall government 
Divide me from you longer, than a care 
To keep you great : yon shall to me at once, 
Be dukedom, health, wife, children, friends, and all. 

GoT.^ Woe to light hearts, they >still fore-run our fall ! 

Flam. What frury raised thee up ? away, away. 

[Exit Zanche. 

Cor. What make you here, my lord, this dead of night? 
Never dropp'd mildew on a flower here till now. 

Flam. I pray, will you go to bed then, 
Lest you be blasted ? 

Cor. O that this fair garden 
Had with all poison'd herbs of Thessaly 
At first been planted ; made a nursery 
For witchcraft, rather than a burial plot 
For both your honours ! 

Vit. Cor. Dearest mother, hear me. 

Cor. O, thou dost make my brow bend to the earth, 

' (adyancing.) 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



26 THE WHITE DEVIL; OR, [act i. 

Sooner than nature I See the curse of children ! 
In life ihej keep ub frequently in tears ; 
And in the cold grave leave us in pale fears. 

Brack, Come, come, I will not hear you. 

VU. Cor, Dear, my lord. 

Ciyr, Where is thy duchess now, adulterous duke? 
Thou little dream'st this night she's come to Bome. 

JP?am. How I come to Eome ! 

Vit, Cor, The duchess I 

Brack, She had heen hetter — 

Cor, The lives of princes should like dials move, 
Whose regular example is so strong. 
They make the times hy them go right, or wrong. 

Flam, So, have you done ? 

Cor, Unfortunate Camillo ! 

Tit, Cor. I do protest, if any chaste denial. 
If any thing hut hlood could have allay'd 
His long suit to me — 

Cor, I will join with thee, 
To the most woeful end e'er mother kneel'd : 
If thou dishonour thus thy hushand's hed. 
Be thy life short as are the funeral tears 
In great men's — 

Bra4ik. Fie, fie, the woman's mad. 

Cor, Be thy act, Judas-like; hetray in kissing: 
Ma/st thou he envied during his short hreath, 
And pitied like a wretch after his death ! 

VU, Cor. O me accurs'd ! [Exit. 

Flam, Are you out of your wits ? my lofd, 

111 fetch her hack again. 

Brack, No,I'Utohed: 
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Send doctor Jidio to me presentlj. 

Uncharitable woman ! thy rash tongue 

Hath rais'd a fearful and prodigious storm : 

Be thou the cause of all ensuing harm. [Endt, 

Flam. "Now, jou that stand so much upon your honour. 
Is this a fitting time a' night, think jou, 
To send a duke home without e'er a man ? 
I would fain know where lies the mass of wealth 
Which you have hoarded for my maintenance, 
That I may bear my beard out of the level 
Of my lord's stirrup. 

Car, What ! because we are poor 
Shall we be vicious? 

Flam, Pray, what means have you 
To keep me from the gallies, or the gallows ? 
My father prov'd himself a gentl^nan, 
Sold all's land, and, like a fortunate fellow. 
Died ere the money was spent. You brought me up 
At Padua, I confess, where I protest, 
For want of means — ^the university judge me— 
I have been fain to heel my tutor's stockings. 
At least seven years ; conspiring with a beard. 
Made me a graduate ; then to this duke's service, 
I visited the court, whence I retum'd 
More courteous, more lecherous by far. 
But not a suit the richer. And shall I, 
Having a path so open, and so free 
To my preferment, still retain your milk 
In my pale forehead? no, this face of mine 
I'll arm, and fortify with lusty wine, 
'Gainst shame and blushing. 
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Cor. O, that I ne'er had borne thee I 

Flam. So would I; 
I would the oommon'st courtezan in Borne 
Had been my mother, rather than thyself. 
Nature is very pitifiil to whores, 
To give them but few children, yet those children 
Plurality of fathers ; they are sure 
They shall not want. Go, go. 
Complain unto my great lord cardinal ; 
It may be he will justify the act. 
Lycurgus wonder'd much, men would proyide 
Good stallions for their mares, and yet would suffer 
Their £Eur wives to be barren. 

Cor. Misery of miseries ! [Exit. 

Flam. The duchess come to court I I like not that. 
We are engag'd to mischief, and must on ; 
As rivers to find out the ocean 
Flow with crook bondings beneath forced banks. 
Or as we see, to aspire some mountain's top, 
The way ascends not stnught, but imitates 
The subtle foldings of a winter's snake. 
So who knows policy and her true aspect. 
Shall find her ways winding and indirect. [Exit. 
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ACT n.^ — Scene I. 

EnUr Fbancisco de Mbdicis, cardinal Monticelbo, 
Mabcello, Isabella, young Giotanxi, wiOi lUtU 
Jaques the Moor, 

Francisco de Medids, 
LVE you not seen jour husband since jou 
airived? 
Isah. Not yet, sir. 
Fran, de Med, Surely he is wondrous kind ; 
If I had such a dove-house as Camillo's, 
I would set fire on't were't but to destroy 
The pole-cats that haunt to it — ^My sweet cousin ! 
Oiov, Lord uncle, you did promise me a horse, 
And armour. 

Fran, de Med. That I did, my pretty cousin. 
Marcello, see it fitted. 

Mar, My lord, the duke is here. 
Fran, de Med, Sister, away ; you must not yet be seen. 
Isah, 1 do beseech you, entreat him mildly. 
Let not your rough tongue 
Set us at louder variance ; all my wrongs 
Aie freely pardon'd ; and I do not doubt. 
As men, to try the precious unicorn's horn,' 

> Not marked in the 4to. of 1612. The Act is marked in the 
4to. of 1665, the Scene not until the edition of 1672. 

' The horn of the unicorn was considered an infallible antidote 
against poison : the animal, aware of this quality of its horn, was 
reported always to dip it into the water before he drank, in order 
to counteract anything noxious contained therein; on which 
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Make of the powder a presenratiye cirde. 
And in it put a spider, so these arms 
Shall charm his poison^ force it to obeying, 
And keep him chaste from an infected straying. 

Fran, de Med, I wish it may. Be gone : Void the 
chamber. \_Exeunt aU hU MonticeUo and Francisco, 

Enter Bsachiano and Elamimbo. 

You are welcome ; will you sit? — ^I pray, my lord. 
Be you my orator, my heart's too full ; 
m second you anon. 

Mont, Ere I begin, 
Let me entreat your grace forego all passion. 
Which may be raised by my free discourse. 

Brack, As silent as i* th' church : you may proceed. 

Mont, It is a wonder to your noble friends. 
That you, having as 'twere enter'd the world 
With a free sceptre in your able hand, 
And having to th' use of nature, well applied, 
High gifts of learning, should in your prime age 
Neglect your awful throne for the soft down 
Of an nsatiate bed. O, my lord. 
The drunkard after all his lavish cups 

aoooant, other beasts watched his drinkiDg, that they might judge 
of the purity of their beverage. In such estimation was this 
counter-poison, that Andrea Raoci, a Florentine physician, relates 
it had been sold by the apothecaries for £24 sterune per ounce, 
when the current value of the same quantity of g^ld was only 
£2 6s. 3d. Ambrose Par^, an eminent French surgeon, who 
flourished towards the end of the sixteenth century, exposed the 
cheat of its quack-sahing vendors. What the Unicornis hom was 
supposed to be, what was sold for it, and the real unicorn as well 
as the fiincied unicorn, are treated of largely by Sir Thomas 
Brown, Vulgar Errorty c. x. xiii. b. 3. 
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Is dry, and then is sober I so at lengthy 
When you awake from this lascivious dream^ 
Bepentance then will follow, like the sting 
Flac'd in the adder's tail. Wretched are princes 
When fortune blasteth but a petty flower 
Of their unwieldly crowns, or ravisheth 
But one pearl from their sceptre ; but alas t 
When they to wilful shipwreck lose good £une, 
All princely titles perish with their name. 

Brack, You have said, my lord. 

Mont, Enough to give you taste 
How far I am from flattering your greatness. 

Brack. Now, you that are his second, what say you ? 
Do not like young hawks fetch a course about ; 
Your game flies fair, and for you. 

Fran, de Med, Do not fear it : 
Fll answer you in your own hawking phrase. 
Some eagles that should gaze upon the sun 
Seldom soar high, but take their lustful ease ; 
Since they from dunghill birds their prey can seize. 
You know Vittoria? 

Brack. Yes. 

Fran, de Med, You shift your shirt there, 
When you retire from tennis ? 

Bra^, Happily.^ 

Fran, de Med, Her husband is lord of a poor fortune, 
Yet she wears cloth of tissue. 

Brack, What of this? 
Will you urge that, my good lord cardinal, 
As part of her confession at next shrift, 

* floppi/y— haply, possibly. 
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And know from whence it sails ? 

Fran, de Med, She is jour strumpet. 

Brack, Uncivil sir, there's hemlock in thy breath, 
And that black slander. Were she a whore of mine, 
All thy loud cannons, and thy borrow'd Switzers, 
Thy gallies, nor thy sworn confederates, 
Durst not supplant her. 

Fran, de.Med, Let's not talk on thunder. 
Thou hast a wife, our sister : would I had given 
Both her white hands to death, bound and lock'd.fast 
In her last winding sheet, when I gave thee 
But one. 

Brack, Thouhad'st given a soul to God then. 

Fran, de Med, True : 
Thy ghostly father, with all his absolution. 
Shall ne'er do so by thee. 

Brach, Spit thy poison. 

Fran, de Med, I shall not need ; lust cairies her sharp 
whip 
At her .own girdle. Look to't, for our anger 
Is making thunder-bolts. 

Brack, Thunder ! in faith, 
They are but crackers. 

Fran, de Med, "We'll end this with the cannon. 

Brack, Thou'lt get nought by it, but iron in thy wounds, 
And gunpowder in thy nostrils. 

Fran, de Med, Better that, 
Than change perfumes for plasters. 

Brack. Pity on thee I 
'Twere good you'd, shew your slaves, or men condemn'd, 
Your new-plowd forehead-defiance ! and I'll meet thee. 
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Even in a thicket of thj ablest men. 

Mont, My lords, jou shall not word it any further 
Without a milder limit. • 

Fran, de Med. Willingly, 

Brack. Have you proclaimed a triumph, that you bait 
A lion thus ? 

Mont. My lord I 

Brack. I am tame, I am tame, sir. 

Fran, de Med. We send unto the duke for conference 
'Bout levies 'gainst the pirates ; my lord duke 
Is not at home : we come ourself in person ; 
Still my lord duke is busied. But, we fear, 
When Tiber to each prowling passenger 
Discovers flocks of wild ducks, then, my lord — 
'Bout moulting time I mean — ^we shall be certain 
To find you sure enough, and speak with you. 

Brack. Ha! 

Fran, de Med. A mere tale of a tub : my words are idle. 
But to express the sonnet by natural reason, 
When stags grow melancholic you'll find the season. 

Enter Giovanni. 

Mont. No more, my lord ; here comes a champion 
Shall end the difference between you both ; 
Your son, the prince Giovanni. See, my lords, 
What hopes you store in him ; this is a casket 
For both your crowns, and should be held like dear. 
Now is he apt for knowledge ; therefore know 
It is a more direct and even way. 
To train to virtue those of princely blood, 
By examples than by precepts : if by examples, 

VOL. II. D 
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Whom should he rather strive to imitate 
Than his- own father? be his pattern then. 
Leave him a stock of virtue that may last, 
Should fortune rend his sails, and split his mast. 

Brack. Your hand, boy : growing to a soldier ? 

Giov, Give me a pike. 

Fran, de Med, What, practising your pike so young, fair 
cousin ? 

Giov, Suppose me one of Homer's frogs, my lord, 
Tossing my bull-rush thus. Pray, sir, tell me, 
Might not a child of good discretion 
Be leader to an army? 

Fran, de Med, Yes, cousin, a young prince 
Of good discretion might. 

Giov, Say you so ? 
Indeed I have heard, 'tis fit a general 
Should not endanger his own person oft ; 
So that he make a noise when he's a'horseback, 
Like a Danske* drummer, — O, 'tis excellent ! — 
He need not fight ! methinks his horse as well 
Might lead an army for him. If I live, 
I'll charge the French foe in the very front 
Of all my troops, the foremost man. 

Fran, de Med, What ! what ! 

Giov, And will not bid my soldiers up, and follow, 
But bid them follow me. 

Brack, Forward lap- wing ! 
He flies with the shell on's head.* 

JPVan. de Med, Pretty cousin ! 

* Damke, — Danish. 

' i. e. ere he's scarce hatched. 
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Giov, The first year, unde, that I go to war, 
All prisoners that I take, I will set free. 
Without their ransom. 

Fran, de Med, Ha ! without their ransom ! 
How then will you reward your soldiers, 
That took those prisoners for you ? 

Giov, Thus, my lord : 
I'll marry them to all the wealthy widows 
That Ml that year. 

Fran, de Med, Why then, the next year foUowifig, 
You'll haye no men to go with you to war. 

Qiav, Why then I'll press the women to the war, 
And then the men will follow. 

Mont, Witty prince ! 

Fran, de Med, See a good habit makes a child a man, 
Whereas a bad one makes a man a beast. 
Come, you and I are friends. 

Brack, Most wishedly : 
like bones which, broke in sunder, and well set. 
Knit the more strongly. 

Fran, de Med, Call Camillo hither. — 
You have receiv'd the rumour, how count Lodowick 
Is tum'd a pirate ? 

Brack, Yes. 

Fran, de Med, We are now preparing 
Some ships to fetch him in. Behold your duchess. 
We now will leave you, and expect fix)m you 
Nothing but kind intreaty. 

Brack, You have charm'd me. 

\Exeu7U Francisco, Monticelso, and Oiovanni. 

» i,e.faUin, 
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Enter Isabella. 

You are in health, we see. 

Isah. And above health. 
To see my lord well. 

Brack, So : I wonder much 
What amorous whirlwind hurried you to Borne. 

Isah, Devotion, my lord. 

BnicJi, Devotion ! 
Is your soul charg'd with any grievous sin ? 

Isah, 'Tis burden'd with too many ; and I think 
The oftener that we cast our reckonings up. 
Our sleeps will be the sounder. 

Brack, Take your chamber. 

Isah, Nay, my dear lord, I will not have you angry ! 
Doth not my absence from you, now two months, 
Merit one kiss ? 

Brack, I do not use to kiss : 
If that will dispossess your jealousy, 
I'll swear it to you. 

Isah, O my loved lord, 
I do not come to chide : my jealousy ! 
I am to learn what that Italian means. 
You are as welcome to these longing arms. 
As I to you a virgin.* 

Brack. O, your breath ! 
Out upon sweet-meats and continued physic, 
The plague is in them ! 

Isah, You have oft, for these two lips. 
Neglected cassia, or the natural sweets 

' i. e. when first you married me. 
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Of the spring-yiolet : they are not yet much wither'd. 
My lord I should he merry : these your frowns' 
Show in a helmet lovely ; hut on me. 
In such a peaceful interview, methinks 
They are too too roughly knit. 

Brack. O, dissemhlance !^ 
Do you handy Actions 'gainst me ? have you learnt 
The trick of impudent haseness to complain 
Unto your kindred ? 

Isab, Never, my dear lord. 

Brack. Must I he hunted out ? or was't your trick 
To meet some amorous gallant here in Home, 
That must supply our discontinuance? 

Isab. I pray, sir, hurst my heart ; and in my death 
Turn to your ancient pity, though not love. 

Brack, Because your hrother is the corpulent duke, 
That is, the great duke, 'sdeath, I shall not, shortly, 
Eacket away five hundred crowns at tennis. 
But it shall rest 'pon record 1 I scorn him 
Like a shav'd Polack :^ all his reverend wit 
Lies in his wardrohe ; he's a discreet fellow. 
When he's made up in his rohes of state. 
Your hrother, the great duke, hecause h'as gallies. 
And now and then ransacks a Turkish fly-hoat, 
(Now all the hellish furies take his soul !) 
First made this match : accursed he the priest 
That sang the wedding-mass, and even my issue ! 

^ Dissemhling woman ! 

• Folander. In Mory son's Itinerary y 1617, it is said, " The 
Folonians Mhave all their heads close, ezoepting the haire of the 
forehead, which they nourish very long, and cast backe to the 
hinder part of the head."—BESD. 
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Isah, O, too too far you haye curs'd ! 

Brack. Your hand I'll kiss ; , 
This is the latest ceremony of my, love. 
Henceforth I'll never lie with thee ; by this, 
This wedding-ring, I'll ne'er more lie with thee ! 
And this divorce shall be as truly kept, 
As if the judge had doomed it. Fare you well : 
Our sleeps are sever'd. 

Isah, Forbid it, the sweet union 
Of all things blessed ! why, the saints in heaven 
WiU knit their brows at that. , 

Brack, Let not thy love 
Make thee an unbeliever ; this my vow 
Shall never, on my soul, be satisfied^ 
With my repentance : let thy brother rage 
Beyond. ft horrid tempest, or sea-fight, 
My vow is fixed. 

Igab, O my winding-sheet I 
Now shall I need thee shortly. Dear, my lord, 
Let me hear once more, what I would not hear : 
Never? 

Brack, Never. 

Isab, my unkind lord 1 may your sins find mercy, 
As I upon a w(^ widow'd bed 
Shall pray for you, if not to turn your eyes 
Upon your wretched wife and hopeful son. 
Yet that in lime you'll ^ them upon heaven I 

Brack, No more ; go, go, complain to the great duke. 

Isah, No, my dear lord ; you shall have present witness 
How I'll work peace between you. I will make 

* In the sense of rdetutd. 
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Myself the author of your cursed vow ; 

I haye some cause to do it, you have none. 

Conceal it, I beseech you, for the weal 

Of both your dukedoms, that you wrought the means 

Of such a separation : let the &ult 

Bemain with my supposed jealousy, 

And think with what a piteous and rent heart 

I shall perform this sad ensuing part. 

Enter YBJcsciWiOy Flamineo, Monticelso, cmd Camillo. 

Brack, Well, take your course. — ^My honourable brother ! 

Frcm, Sister! — ^Thia is not well, my lord. — ^Why, 
sister! — 
She merits not this welcome. 

Brack, Welcome, say ! 
She hath given me^ a sharp welcome. 

Fran. Are you foolish ? 
Come, dry your tears : is this a modest course 
To better what is naught, to nul and weep ? 
Grow to a reconcilement, or, by heaven, 
m ne'er more deal between you. 

Isah, Sir, you shall not ; 
Ko, though Vittoria, upon that condition. 
Would become honest. 

Fran, Was your husband loud 
Since we departed ? 

Isah, By my life, sir, no, 
I swear by that I do not care to lose. 
Are all these ruins of my former beauty 

* me— supplied from an old interlineation in the 4to. of 1612. 
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Laid out for a whore's triumph? 

Fran, Do you hear ? 
Look upon other women, with what patience 
They suflfer these slight wrongs, and with what justice 
They study to requite them : take that course. 

Isah. that I were a man, or that I had power 
To execute my apprehended wishes ! 
I would whip some with scorpions. 

Fran. What! tum'dfuryl 

Isah, To dig the strumpet's eyes out ; let her lie 
Some twenty month's a dying ; to cut off 
Her nose and lips, pull out her rotten teeth ; 
Preserve her flesh like mummia, for trophies 
Of my just anger ! Hell, to my affliction, 
Is mere snow-water. By your favour, sir ; — 
Brother, draw near, and my lord cardinal ; — 
Sir, let me horrow of you hut one kiss; 
Henceforth 111 never lie with you, hy this. 
This wedding-ring. 

Fran, How, ne'er more lie with him ! 

Isah, And this divorce shall he as truly kept 
As if in thronged court a thousand ears 
Had heard it, and a thousand lawyers' hands 
Seal'd to the separation. 

Brack, Ne'er lie with me ! 

laah. Let not my former dotage 
Make thee an unheliever ; this my vow 
Shall never on my soul he satisfied 
With my repentance : manet cdta mente repostum, 

Fran, Now, hy my hirth, you are a foolish, mad, 
And jealous woman. 
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Brack, You see 'tis not my seeking. 

Fran, Was this your circle of pure unicorn's horn, 
You said should charm your lord ! now horns upon thee, 
For jealousy deserves IJiem I Keep your tow 
And take your chamher. 

Isah, No, sir, I'll presently to Padua ; 
I will not stay a minute. 

Mont. O good madam ! 

Brack, 'Twere best to let her have her humour ; 
Some half day's journey will bring down her stomachy 
And then she'll turn in post. 

Fran. To see her come 
To my lord cardinal for a dispensation 
Of her rash vow, will beget excellent laughter. 

Isah, Unkindness, do thy office ; poor heart, break : 
'* Those are the killing grie&, which dare not speak." 

Mar, Camillo's come, my lord. 

BhUer Camillo. 

Fran, Where's the commission ? 

Mar, 'Tishere. 

Fran, Giye me the signet. 

Flam, My lord, do you mark their whispering? I will 
compound a medicine, out of their two heads, stronger than 
garlick, deadlier than stibium :^ the cantharides, which are 
scarce seen to stick upon the flesh, when they work to the 
heart, shall not do it with more silence or invisible cunning. 

' iHbhm—9ai ancient name for antimony. — Bebd. 
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Enter Doctor. 

Brack, About the murder? 

Flam, They are sending him to Naples, but 111 send 
him to Candy.*. Here's another property too. 

Brack, O, the doctor ! 

Flam, A poor quack-salving knave, my lord ; one that 
should have been lashed for's lechery, but that he confessed 
a judgment, had an execution laid upon him, and so put 
the whip to a wmplus, 

Dae, And was cozened, my lord, by an arranter knave 
than myself, and made pay all the colourable execution. 

Flam, He will shoot pills into a man's guts shall make 
tiiem have more ventages than a comet or a lamprey ; he 
will poison a kiss ; and was once minded for his master- 
piece, because Ireland breeds no poison, to have prepared 
a deadly vapour in a Spaniard's fart, that should have poi- 
soned all Dublin. 

Brack, O saint Anthony's fire I 

Doe, Your secretary is merry, my lord. 

Flam, O thou cursed antipathy to nature ! Look, his 
eye's bloodshed, like a needle a chirurgeon stitcheth a wound 
with. Let me embrace thee, toad, and love thee, O thou 
abominable, loathsome gargarism,^ that will fetch up lungs, 
lights, heart, and liver, by scruples ! 

' Br(uk* No more. — ^I must employ thee, honest doctor : 
You must to Padua, and by the way, 
Use some of your skill for us. 

* A play upon the verb Candy, itself from eomdeoy to bleach, 
make white. 

• Gargle. 
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Doc. Sir, I shall. 

Brach. But for Camillo ? 

Flam, He dies this night, by such a politic strain, 
Men shall suppose him bj's own engine slain. 
But for jour duchess' death — 
' Doe. I'll make her sure. 

Brack, Small mischiefs are by greater made secure. 

FUxm, Bemember this, you slave ; when knasres come to 
preferment, they rise as gallowses are xaised i'th' Low 
Countries, one upon another's shoulders. [SlxevaU. 

^Mont, Here is an emblem, nephew, pray peruse it : 
'Twas thrown in at your window. . 

Cam, At my window ! . 

Here is a stag, my lord, hath shed his horns. 
And, for the loss of them, the poor beast weeps : 
The word, Inopem me c(^ia fecit. . 

Mont. That is. 
Plenty of horns hath made him poor of horns. 

Cam. What should this mean ? 

Mont. TU tell you ; 'tis given out 
You are a cuckold. 

Cam. Is it given out so ? 
I had rather such report as that, my lord. 
Should keep within doors. 

Fran. Have you any children ? 

Cam. None, my lord. 

Fran. You are the happier : 
111 tell you a tale. 

* Montioelso, Camillo, and Francisco, having retired to the 
back of the stage on the entrance of the Doctor, here come forward 
again.— CoLLiBR. 
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Cam. Pray, my lord. 

Fran. An old tale. 
Upon a time Phcebus, the god of ligHt, 
Or him we call the Sun, would need be married : 
The gods gave their consent, and Mercury 
Was sent to voice it to the general world. 
But what a piteous cry there straight arose 
Amongst smiths and felt-makers, brewers and cooks, 
Beapers and butter-women, amongst fishmongers. 
And thousand other trades, which are annoy'd 
By his excessive heat ! 'twas lamentable. 
They came to Jupiter all in a sweat, 
And do forbid the bans. A great fat cook 
Was made their speaker, who intreats of Jove, 
That Phoebus might be gelded ; for if now, 
When there was but one sun, so many men 
Were like to perish by his violent heat. 
What should they do if he were married, 
And should beget more, and those children 
Make fire- works like their father ? So say I ; 
Only I will apply it to your wife ; 
Her issue, should not providence prevent it, 
Would make both nature, time, and man repent it. 

Mont. Look you, cousin, 
GU), change the air for shame ; see if your absence 
Will blast your cornucopia. Marcello 
Is chosen with you joint commissioner, 
For the relieving our Italian coast 
From pirates. 

Mar. I am much honoured in't. 

Cam. But, sir, 
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Ere I return, the stag's horns may he sprouted 
Greater than those are shed. 

Mont, Do not fear it ; 
I'll he your ranger. 

Cam. You must watch i'th'nights ; 
Then's the most danger. 

Fran, Farewell, good Marcello : 
All the host fortunes of a soldier's wish 
Bring you a ship-hoard. 

Cam, Were I not hest, now I am tum'd soldier, 
Ere that I leave my wife, sell all she hath, 
And then take leave of her? 

M(mt, I expect good from you, 
Your parting is so merry. 

Cam, Merry, my lord ! a'th' captain's humour right, 
I am resolved to he drunk this night. [Exeunt. 

Fran, So, 'twas well fitted ; now shall we discern 
How his wish'd ahsence will give violent way 
To duke Brachiano's lust. 

Mont, Why, that was it ; 
To what scom'd purpose else should we make choice 
Of him for a sea-captain ? and, hesides. 
Count Lodowick, which was rumour'd for a pirate. 
Is now in Padua. 

Fran, Is'ttrue? 

M(yifU, Most certain. 
I have letters from him, which are suppliant 
To work his quick repeal from hanishment : 
He means to address himself for pension 
Unto our sister duchess. 

Fran, O, 'twas well I 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



46 THE WHITE DEVIL: OR, [act ra. 

We shall not want his absence past six days : 
I fttui would have the duke Brachiano run 
Into notorious scandal ; for there's nought 
In such curst dotage, to repair his name, 
Only the deep sense of some deathless shame. 

Mont, It may be objected, I am dishonourable 
To play thus with my kinsman ; but I answer, 
For my revenge I'd stake a brother's life. 
That being wrong'd, durst not avenge himself. 

Fran, Come, to observe this strumpet. 

Moni, Curse of greatness ! 
Sure hell not leave her ? 

Fran, There's small pity in't : 
like misletoe on sear elms spent by weather, 
Let him cleave to her, and both rot together. [ExewiU. 



ACT III.— Scene I. 

Enter Bbachiano, with one in the habit of a conjurer. 

Brachiano. 
f OW, sir, I daim your promise : 'tis dead mid- 




night. 
The time prefix'd to show me, by your art, 
How the intended murder of Camillo, 
And our loath'd duchess, grow to action. 

Con. You have won me, by your bounty, to a deed 
I do not often practise. Some there are, 
Which by sophistic tricks, aspire that name 
Which I would gladly lose, of necromancer ; 
As some that use to juggle upon cards, 
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Seeming to conjure^ when indeed they cheat; 

Others that raise up th^ir confederate spirits 

'Bout wind-mills, and endanger their o?m necks 

For making of a squib ; and some there are 

Will keep a curtal^ to shew juggling tricks, 

And giye out 'tis a spirit; besides these, 

Such a whole ream of almanack-makers, figure-flingers, 

Follows, indeed, that only live bj stealth. 

Since they do merely lie about stoFn goods. 

They'd make men think the devil were fast and loose, 

With speaking fustian Latin. Pray, sit down ; 

Put on this night-cap, sir, 'tis charm'd; and now 

111 shew you, by my strong commanding art. 

The circumstance that breaks your duchess' heart. 

A dunib Show, 

Enter suspiciously Jtjlio and Ckkistophebo : they draw 
a curtain where Brachiano's picture is; they put on 
spectacles of glass, which cover their eyes and noses, and 
then hum perfumes afore the picture, and wash the lips 
of thepicture; that done, quenching the fire, and putting 
off their spectacles, they depart laughing. 

Enter Isabella in her night-gown, as to bed-ward, with 
lights after her, count Lodovico, Giovanni, Guid- 
Antonio, and others waiting on her : she kneels down 
as to iprayers, then draws the curtain of thepicture, does 
three reverences to it, and hisses it thrice ; she faints, and 

* This refers to Banks^ celebrated horse, so often mentioned in 
old writers. The term cvrtcU was applied to a docked horse, or 
any cropped animal. 
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wiU not suffer them to come near it; dies; sorrow ex- 
pressed in Giovanni, and in count Lodovieo. STie^s 
conveyed out solemnly, 

Brach, Excellent ! then she's dead. 

Con, She's poisoned 
By the fumed picture. 'Twas her custom nightly, 
Before she went to bed, to go and visit 
Your picture, and to feed her eyes and lips 
On the dead shadow : doctor Julio, 
Obserring this, infects it with an oil, 
And other poison'd stuff, which presently 
Did suffocate her spirits. 

Brack, Methought I saw 
Count Lodowick there. 

Con, He was ; and by my art, 
I find he did most passionately doat 
Upon your duchess. Now turn another way, 
And view Camillo's far more pohtic^ fate. 
Strike louder, music, from this charmed ground, 
To yield, as fits the act, a tragic sound ! 

The second dumb Show, 
Enter Flaminbo, Mabgello, Camtllo, with four more, 
as captains: they drink healths, and dance; a vaulting 
horse is brought into the room; MarceUo and two more 
whispered out of the room, while Flamineo and CamiUo 
strip themselves into their shirts, as to vault; they com- 
pliment who shall begin ; as CamiUo is about to vault, 
Flamineo pitcheth him upon his neck, and, with the 
help of the rest, writhes his necJc about ; seems to Ree if 

' i. e. ingeniously contrived. 
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it he hroTcey and lays him folded douhle, as Hwere under 
the horse; maJces shews to call for help; Marcelh comes 
in, laments ; sends for the cardinal and dvke, who corns 
forth with armed m>en ; wonder at the act ; command the 
body to he carried horns; apprehevid Flamineo, Marcelh, 
and the rest, and go, as Hwere, to apprehend Vittoria. 

Brach, 'Twas quaintly done ; but yet each circumstance 
I taste not fully. 

Con. O, 'twas most apparent ! 
You saw them enter, charg'd with their deep healths 
To their boon voyage; and, to second that, 
Elamineo calls to have a vaulting horse 
Maintain their sport ; the virtuous Marcello 
Is innocently plotted forth the room ; 
Whilst your eye saw the rest, and can inform you 
The engine of all. 

Brach. It seems Marcello and Flamineo 
Are both committed. 

Con, Yes, you saw them guarded ; 
And now they are come with purpose to apprehend 
Your mistress, fair Vittoria. We are now 
Beneath her roof: 'twere fit we instantly 
Make out by some back postern. 

Brash. Noble friend. 
You bind me ever to you : this shall stand 
As the firm seal annexed to my hand; 
It shall inforce a payment. 

Con, Sir, I thank you. [Exit Brachiano, 

Both flowers and weeds spring, when the sun Is warm. 
And great men do great good, or else great harm. [Eant, 

VOL. n, K 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Eeancisco de Medicis, and Monticelso, their 
Chancellor and Register. 

Fran. You have dealt discreetly, to obtain the presence 
Of all the grave lieger ambassadors/ 
To hear Vittoria's trial. 

Mont. 'Twas not ill ; 
For, sir, you know we have nought but circumstances 
To charge her with, about her husband's death : 
Their approbation, therefore, to the proofs 
Of her black lust shall make her infamous 
To all our neighbouring kingdoms. I wonder 
If Brachiano will be here ? 

Fran, Ofie! 'Twere impudence too palpable. [Exeunt. 

Enter rLA;MiNEO, and Mabcello guarded, and 

a IiAWYEB. 

Lawyer. What, are you in by the week ?* so^ I will try 
now whether l^y wit be close prisoner. Methinks none 
should sit upon thy sister, but old whore-masters. 

Flam. Or cuckolds ; for your cuckold is your most ter- 
rible tickler of lechery. Whore-masters would serve, for 
none are judges at tilting, but those that have been old 
tilters. 

Lawyer. My lord duke and she have been very private. 

Flam. You are a dull ass ; 'tis threatened they have been 
very public. 

^ Resident ambassadors. 

^ This phrase appears to signify an engagement for a time 
limited. — Ste£V£NS. 
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Lawyer. If it can be proved they have but kissed one 
another — 

Flam. What then? 

Lawyer. My lord cardinal will ferret them. 

Flam. A cardinal^ I hope^ wlQ not catch conies.^ 

Lawyer. For to sow kisses, (mark what I say,) to sow 
kisses is to reap lechery ; and, I am sure, a woman that will 
endw^ kissing is half won. 

Flam. True, her upper part, by that rule ; if you will 
win her nether part too, you know what foUo¥^. 

Lawyer. Hark ! the ambassadors are 'lighted. 

Flam. I do put on this feigned garb of mirth, , 
To guU suspicion. 

Mar. O my unfortunate sister I 
I would my dagger-point had cleft her heart 
When she first saw Brachiano : you, 'tis said, 
Were made his engine, and his stalking horse, 
To undo my sister. 

Flam. I am a kind of path 
To her, and mine own preferment. 

Mar. Your ruin. 

Flam. Hum I thou art a soldier, 
Followest the great duke, feed'st his victories, 
As witches do their serviceable spirits. 
Even with thy prodigal blood : what hast got ? 
But, like the wealth of captams, a poor hand^. 
Which in thy palm thou bear'st, as men hold water ; 
Seeking to gripe it fast, the frail reward 
Steals through thy fingers. 

1 To conycatch, to cheat a simple person ; conies (rabbits) being 
simple animals. — Na&es. 
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Mar. Sir! 

Flam. Thou hast scarce mamtenanoe 
To keep thee in fresh shamois.^ 

Mar. Brother I 

Flam. Hear me : 
And thus, when we have even pour'd ourselves 
Into great fights, for their ambition. 
Or idle spleen, how shall we find reward ? 
But as we seldom find the misletoe 
Sacred to physic, or the builder oak,* 
Without a mandrake by it ; so in our quest of gain, 
Alas, the poorest of their forc'd dislikes 
At a limb proffers, but at heart it strikes ! 
This is lamented doctrine. 

Mar. Come, come. 

Flam. When age shall turn thee 
White as a blooming hawthorn 

Mar. Ill interrupt jou : 
For love of virtue bear an honest heart, 
And stride o'er every politic respect, 
Which, where they most advance, they most infect. 
Were I your father, as I am your brother, 
I should not be ambitious to leave you 
A better patrimony. 

Flam, ril think on't. 
The lord ambassadors. 

[Here there is a passage of the lieger ambassadors 
over the stage severally. 

* i. e. shoes made of the wild goat's skin. — Stebvens. 
' The epithet of " builder oak" is originally Chaucer's : 
*' The bilder oke, and eke the har^ ashe 

The piller elme," &c. — Assemblie of Foulet. Coujieb. 
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Enter Fbengh Ahbassapob. 

Lawyer, O my sprightlj Frenchman ! Do you know 
him ? he's an admirable tilter. 

Flam, I saw him at last tilting : he shewed like a pewter 
candlestick fashioned^ like a man in armour, holding a 
tilting staff in his hand^ little bigger than a candle of twelve 
i'th' pound. 

Lawyer, O, but he's an excellent horseman I 

Fhim, A lame one in his lofty tricks; he sleeps a horse- 
back, like a poulter.^ 

Enter English and Spanish. 

Zati^yer. Lo you, my Spaniard ! 

Flam, He carries his face in's ruff, as I have seen a 
serving-man carry glasses in a cypress^ hatband, monstrous 
steady, for fear of breaking: he looks like the claw of a black- 
bird, first salted, and then broiled in a candle. [Exeunt, 

The Arraignment of Vittobia.* 

Enter Fbancisco, Monticelso, the six lieger Amhassa- 
dors, Bbachiano, Vittobia, and a Guard, 
Mont. Forbear, my lord, here is no place assigned you. 
This business, by his holiness, is left 

' Mr. Steevens observes, that the ancient candlesticks frequently 
represented human figures holding the sockets for the lights in 
their extended hands. 

* poulter — poulterer. 
' A kind of crape. 

* <* This White Devil," as she is called, is made fair as the 
leprosy, dazzling as the lightning : she is dressed like a bride in 
her wrongs and her revenge. In the trial scene, in particular, her 
sudden indignant answers to the questions that are asked her 
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To our examination. 

Brack. May it thrive with yoH. 

\_Lays a rich gown wader Mm, 

Fran, A chair there for his lordship. 

Brack. Forbear your kindness: an unbidden guest 
Should travel as Dutch women go to church. 
Bear their stools with them. 

Mont. At your pleasure, sir. 
Stand to the table, gentlewoman^ Kow, signior, 
Fall to your plea. 

Lawyer. Domine judex, converte oculo9 in kancpestem, 
mulierwm corrwptissimam., 

Vit. What's he? 

Fran. A lawyer that pleads against you. 

Vit. VrsLj, my lord, let him speak his usual tongue, 
I'll make no answer else. 

Fran. Why, you understand Latin^ 

Vit. I do, sir, but amongst this auditory 
Which come to hear my cause, the half or more 
May be ignorant in't. 

Mont. Go on, sir, 

Vit. By your favour, 
I will not have my accusation clouded 
In a strange tongue : all this assembly 
Shall hear what you can charge me with. 

Fran. Siguier, 
You need not stand on't much; pray, change your language, 

startle the hearers. Nothing can be imagined finer than the 
whole conduct and conception of this scene, than her scorn of her 
accusers and of herself. The sincerity of her sense of guilt tri- 
umphs over the hypocrisy of their affected and official contempt 
of it.—HAZLlTT, Literature of the Age of Elizabeth. 
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MonU O, for God's sake — Gentlewoman, your credit 
Shall be more famous by it. 

Lawyer. Well then, have at you. 

Vit. I am at the mark, sir ; Fll give aim^ to you, 
And tell you how near you shoot. 

Lawyer. Most literated judges, please your lordships 
So to connive your judgments to the view 
Of this debauch'd and diversivolent woman ; 
Who such a black concatenation 
Of mischief hath effected, that to eztirp 
The memory oft, must be the consummatioii 
Of her, and her projections. 

ViU What's all this? 

Lawyer. Hold your peace ! 
Exorbitant sins must have exulceration. 

Vit. Surely, my lords, this lawyer here hath swallow'd 
Some 'pothecaries bills, or proclamations ; 
And now the hard and undigestible words 
Come up, like stones we use give hawks for physic. 
Why, this is Welsh to Latin.« 

Lawyer. My lords, the woman 
Knows not her tropes, nor figures, nor is perfect 
In the academic derivation 
Of grammatical elocution. 

Fran. Sir, your pains 
Shall be well spar'd, and your deep eloquence 
Be worthily applauded amongst those 
Which understand you. 

* *' He who gave aim was stationed near the butts, to tell the 
archers, after every discharge, how wide, or how short, the arrow 
fell of the mark."— Nakes. 

' i. e. this is a Welsh jargon, worse than his Latin. 
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Lawyer, My good lord. 

Fran. Sir, 
Put up your papers in your ^tian bag, 

[^Francisco speaks this as in scorn. 
Cry mercy, sir, 'tis buckram, and accept 
My notion of your leam'd verbosity. 

Lawyer, I most graduatically thank your lordship : 
I shall have use for them elsewhere. 

Mont, I shall be plainer with you, and paint out 
Your follies in more natural red and white 
Than that upon your cheek, 

Vit, O, you mistake I 
You raise a blood as noble in this cheek 
As ever was your mother's. 

Mont. I must spare you, till proof cry whore to that. 
Observe this creature here, my honoured lords, 
A woman of a most prodigious spirit, 
In her effected. 

Tit. My honourable lord, 
It doth not suit a reverend cardinal 
To play the lawyer thus. 

Mont. O, your trade instructs your language t 
You see, my lords, what goodly fruit she seems ; 
Yet like those apples* travellers report 

* This account is taken from Maundeville's Travels. "'And 
also the Cytees there weren lost, because of Synne. And there 
besyden growen trees, that beren fulle /aire Apples, and /aire of 
colour to beholde; but whoso brekethe hem, or cuttethe Item in tUH>j he 
schalUfynde within hem Coles and Cyndres ; in tokene that, be Wrathe 
of God, the Cytees and the Lond weren brente and sonken into 
Helle. Sum men clepen that See, the Lake Dalfetidee y summe 
the Flom of Develes ; and sume that Flom that is ever stynkyn^e. 
And in to that See, sonken the 5 Cytees, be wrathe of God j that 
is to seyne, Sodom,Gomorref Aldama, Seboym, and Segor." — Kbed. 
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To grow where Sodom and Gt)morrah stood, 
I will but touch her, and you straight shall see 
She'll fall to soot and ashes. 

Vit. Your envenom'd 'pothecary should do't. 

M(ynt, I am resolv'd,^ 
Were there a second paradise to lose, 
This devil would betray it. 

Vit. O poor charity ! 
Thou art seldom foimd in scarlet. 

M<mt, Who knows not how, when several night by night. 
Her gates were choked with coaches, and her rooms 
Outbraved the stars with several kind of lights ; 
When she did counterfeit a prince's court 
In music, banquets, and most riotous surfeits ; 
This whore forsooth was holy. 

Vit. Ha ! whore I what's that? 
. MorU, Shall I expound whore to you? sure I shall; 
I'll give their perfect character. They are first, 
Sweet-meats which rot the eater ; in man's nostrils 
Poison'd perfumes. They are cozening alchymy ; 
Shipwrecks in calmest weather. What are whores ! 
Cold Bussian winters, that appear so barren^ 
As if that nature had forgot the spring. 
They are the true material fire of heU : 
Worse than those tributes i'th' Low Countries paid, 
Exactions upon meat, drink, garments, sleep. 
Ay, even on man's perdition, his sin. 
They are those brittle evidences of law. 
Which forfeit all a wretched man's estate 
For leaving out one syllable. What are whores I 

* i. e. convinced. — Ptcb, 
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They are those flattermg bells have all one tane, 

At weddings and at funerals. Your rich whores 

Are only treasuries by extortion fill'd, 

And emptied by curs'd riot. They are wotso, 

Worse than dead bodies which are begg'd at gallows, 

And wrought upon by surgeons, to teach man 

Wherein he is imperfect. What's a whore ! 

She's like the guilty counterfeited coin, 

Which, whosoe'er first stamps it, brings in trouble 

All that receive it. 

Vit This character 'scapes me, 

Mont, You, gentlewoman ! 
Take from all beasts and from all minerals 
Their deadly poison — 

Vit. Well, what then? 

Mont, m tell thee; 
I'll find in thee a 'pothecary's shop, 
To sample them all. 

Fr. Am. She hath liv'd ill. 

Eng. Am. True, but the cardinal's too bitter. 

Mont. You know what whore is. Next the devil adultery. 
Enters the devil murder. 

Fran. Your unhappy husband 
Is dead. 

Vit. O, he's a happy husband ! 
Now he owes nature nothing. 

Fran. And by a vaulting engine. ^ 

Mont. An active plot ; he jump'd into his grave. "*j 

Fran. What a prodigy was't. 
That from some two yards' height, a slender man 
Should break his neck ! 
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Mont. IWrushes!! 

Fran, And what's more, 
Upon the instant lose all use of speeoh. 
All vital motion, like a man had lain 
Wound up three days. Now mark each circmnstance. 

Mont. And look upon this creature^ was his wife ! 
She comes not like a widow ; she c(Nxies arm'd 
With scorn and impudence : is this a mourning-habit ? 

Vit. Had I foreknown his death, as jou suggest, 
I would have bespoke my mourning. 

Mont. O, you are cunning I 

Vit. You shame your wit cmd judgment. 
To call it so. What ! is my just defence 
By him that is my judge caJl'd impudence ? 
XfOt me appeal then from this Christian court.^ 
To the uncivU* Tartar. 

Mont. See, my lords. 
She scandals our proceedings. 

Vit. Humbly thus, 
Thus low, to the most worthy and respected 
Lieger ambassadors, my modesty 
And woman-hood I tender ; but withal, 
So intangled in a cursed accusation. 
That my defence, of force, like Portia's,* 



■ i. e. on the rushes, which then, in Uen of carpets, covered the 
floors of rooms. 

« (who.) 

3 i. e. this Cotart Christian, the name, in England, of the Eccle- 
siastical Courts, where causes of adultery are cognizable. — Reed. 

^ i. e. the savage, uncivilized. 

* The original has Perseus, an evident misprint. The emenda- 
tion was suggested to Mr. Dyce by Mr. Mitford, the allusion 
being to Shc^espeare's Merchant of Venicf (1597). — Dyce. 
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Must personate masculine virtue. To the point. . 
Find me but guilty, sever head from body, 
We'll part good friends : I scorn to hold my life 
At yours, or any man's intreaty, sir. 

Eng. Am. She hath^a brave spirit. 

Mont. Well, well, such counterfeit jewels 
Make true ones oft suspected. 

Vit, You are deceived ; 
For know, that all your strict-combined heads^ 
Which strike against this mine of diamonds, 
Shall prove but glassen hammers : they shall break. 
These are but feigned shadows of my evUs. 
Terrify babes, my lord, with painted devils, 
I am past such needless palsy. For your names 
Of whore and murderess, they proceed from you, 
As if a man should spit against the wind : 
The filth returns in's face. 

Mont, Pray you, mistress, satisfy me one question : 
Who lodg'd beneath your roof that fatal night 
Your husband brake his neck ? 

Brack, That question 
Inforceth me break silence : I was there. 

Mont, Your business ? 

Brack, Why, I came to comfort her. 
And take some course for settling her estate, 
Because I heard her husband was in debt 
To you, my lord. 

Mont, He was. 

Brack, And 'twas strangely fear'd, 
That you would cozen her. 

Mont, Who made you overseer? 
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Brack. Whjy my charity, my charity, which should flow 
From every generous and noble spirit, 
To orphans and to widows. 

Mont Your lust I 

Brack, Cowardly dogs bark loudest : sirrah priest, 
I'll talk with you hereafter. Do you hear ? 
The sword you frame of such an excellent temper, 
I'll sheathe in your own bowels. 
There are a number of thy coat resemble 
Your common post-boys, 

Mont, Ha! 

Brack, Your mercenary post-boys ; 
Your letters carry truth, but 'tis your guise 
To flu your mouths with gross and impudent Hes« 

Serv, My lord, your gown. 

Brack, Thou liest, 'twas my stool : 
Bestow't upon thy master, that will challenge^ 
The rest a'th' household-stuff; for Brachiano 
Was ne'er so beggarly to take a stool 
Out of another's lodging : let him make 
Yallance for his bed on't, or a demy foot-cloth 
For his most reverend moile.* Monticelso, 
Ner/u) me impune lacessit, [^Eant 

Mont. Your champion's gone. 
Tit, The wolf may prey the better. 

Fran. My lord, there's great suspicion of the murder. 
But no sound proof who did it. For my part, 
I do not think she hath a soul so black 
To act a deed so bloody ; if she have. 
As in cold countries husbandmen plant vines, 

^ Claim as due, ^ tnoile, — mule. 
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And with warm blood manure them ; even so 
One sunmier she will bear unsavoury fruit, 
And ere next spring wither both branch and root* 
The act of blood let pass ; only descend 
To matter of incontinence. 

ViL I discern poison 
Under your gilded pills. 

Mont, Now the duke's gone, I will produce a letter 
Wherein 'twas plotted, he and you should me^ 
At an apothecary's summer-house, 
Down by the river Tiber, — ^view't my lords, — 
Where after wanton bathing and the heat 
Of a lascivious banquet — I pray read it, 
I shame to speak the rest. 

Vit, Grant I was tempted ; 
Temptation to lust proves not the act : 
Casta est quam nemo rogavit* 
You read his hot love to me, but you want 
My frosty answer. 

Mont, Frost i'th' dog-days I strange I 

Vit, Condemn you me for that the duke did lov« me ? 
So may you blame some fair and crystal river, 
Eor that some melancholic distracted man 
Hath drown'd himself in't. 

Mmit, Truly drown'd, indeed. 

Vit, Sum up my faults, I pray, and you shall find, 
That beauty and gay clothes, a merry heart, I 

And a good stomach to feast, are all, '^ 

All the poor crimes that you can charge me with. ' 

In faith, my lord, you might go pistol flies, 
The sport would be more noble. 
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Mont Very good. 

Vit. But take your course : it seema you've beggar'd 
me firsts 
And now would fain undo me. I have houses^ 
Jewels, and a poor remnant of crusadoes ;^ 
Would those would make you charitable I 

MonU If the devil 
Did ever take good shape^ behold his picture. 

Vit. You have one virtue left, 
You will not flatter me. 

Fran. Who brought this letter? 

Vit, I am not compelled to tell you. 

Mont, My lord duke sent to you a thousand ducats 
The twelfth of August. 

Vit, 'Twas to keep your cousin 
From prison ; I paid use* for't. 

Mont, I rather think, 
'Twas interest for his lust. 

Vit, Who says so but yourself? 
If you be my accuser, 

Pray cease to be my judge : come from the bench ; 
Give in your evidence 'gainst me, and let these 
Be moderators.* My lord cardinal. 
Were your intelligencing ears as loving 
As to my thoughts, had you an honest tongue, 
I would not care though you proclaimed them all. 

Mont, Go to, go to. 
Afi»r your goodly and vainglorious banquet, 

* crusadoesy-^OD. old Portuguese coin, so called from the cross 
stamped on it. 

* Interest. 

® Presidents, Judges. 
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I'll give you a choke-pear. 

Tit. A* your own grafting ? 

Mont. You were bom in Venice, honourably descended 
From the Vittelli : 'twas my cousin's fate, 
HI may I name the hour, to marry you ; 
He bought you of your father. 

Vit Ha! 

Mont, He spent there in six months 
Twelve thousand ducats, and (to my acquaintance*) 
Eeceiv'd in dowry with you not one julio :* 
'Twas a hard pennyworth, the ware being so light. 
I yet but draw the curtain ; now to your picture : 
You came from thence a most notorious strumpet. 
And so you have continued. 

Vit. My lord I 

Mont. Nay, hear me, 
You shall have time to prate. My lord Brachiano— 
Alas ! I make but repetition. 
Of what is ordinary and Kialto talk, 
And ballated,' and would be play'd a'th' stage, 
But that vice many times finds such loud friends, 
That preachers are charm'd silent. 
You, gentlemen, Flamineo and Marcello, 
The court hath nothing now to charge you with, 
Only you must remain upon your sureties 
For your appearance. 

Fran. I stand for Marcello. 

Flam. And my lord duke for me. 

Mont. For you, Vittoria, your public fault, 

* i. e. knowledge. 

* A coin of about six-pence value. — Rebd. 
' Made the subject of ballads. 
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Join'd to th' condition of the present time, 
Takes from you all the fruits of noble pit j. 
Such a corrupted trial have jou made 
Both of your life and beauty, and been styl'd 
No less an ominous fate than blazing stars 
To princes. Hear your sentence : you are confined 
Unto a house of convertites, and your bawd — 
FUm. Who, I? 

Mont, The Moor, 

Flam, O, I am a sound man again. 

VU, A house of convertites ! what's that ? 
Mont, A house of penitent whores. 

Vit, Do the noblemen in Eome 
Erect it for their wives, that I am sent 
To lodge there? 

Fran, You must have patience. 

Vit, I must first have vengeance. 
I fein would know if you have your salvation 
By patent, that you proceed thus. 

Mont. Away with her, 
Take her hence. 

Vit, A rape ! a rape ! 

Mont, How? 

Vit, Yes, you have ravish'd justice ; 
Forc'd her to do your pleasure. 

Mont, Fie, she's mad I 

Vit^ Die with those pills in your most cursed maw, 
Should bring you health ! or while you sit o'th' bench, 
Let your own spittle choke you I 

Mont, She's tum'd fury, 

Vit, That the last day of judgment may so find you, 

VOL, n. p 
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And leave you the same devil you were before I 
Instnict me^ some good hone-leech, to Jipeak treason ; 
For since you cannot take my life for deeds. 
Take it for words. O woman's poor revenge, 
Which dwells but in the tongue ! I will not weep ; 
No, I do scorn to call up one poor tear 
To fawn on your injustice : bear me hence 
Unto this house of — ^what's your mitigating title ? 

Mont, Of convertites. 

ViU It shall not be a house of convertites ; 
My mind shall make it honester to me 
Than the Pope's palace, and more peaceable 
Than thy soul, though thou art a cardinal. 
Know this, and let it somewhat raise your spite, 
Through darkness diamonds spread their richest light.^ 

[Exit. 
Enter BnACHiAiro* 

Brack, Kow you and I are friends, sir, well shake hands 
In a friend's grave together ; a fit place. 
Being th' emblem of soft peace, t'atone^ our hatred. 

' " This White Devil of Italy sets off a bad cause so speciously, 
and pleads with such an innocence-resembling boldness, that we 
seem to see that matchless beauty of her face which inspires such 
«iy confidence into her ; and are ready to expect, when she has 
done her pleadings, that her very judges, her accusers, the grave 
ambassadors who sit as spectators, and all the court, will rise and 
make proffer to defend her in spite of the utmost conviction of 
her guilt ; as the shepherds in Don Quixote make proffer to follow 
the beautiful shepherdess Marcela, ' without reaping any profit 
out of her manifest resolution made there in their hearing.' 
So sweet and lovely does she make the shame. 
Which, like a canker in the fraerant rose, 
Does spot the beauty of her budding name." 

C. Lamb. Spw. ofEng. Dram. Poets, p. 229. 
' f atone, — ^reconcile, i. e. bring into tune. 
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Fr<m* Sir, what's the matter ? 

Brack. I will not chase more blood from that lov'd cheek; 
You have lost too much already ; fare you well. * [Exit* 

Fran, How strange these words soundl what's the in- 
terpretation ? 

Flam. [AsideJ] Good 5 this is a preface to the discovery 
of the duchess's death : he carries it well. Because now 
I cannot counterfeit a whining passion for the death of my 
lady, I will feign a mad humour for the disgrace of my 
sister; and that will keep off idle questions. Treason's 
tongue hath a villanous palsy in't ; I will talk to any man, 
hear no man, and for a time appear a poHtic madman. 

[Exit. 

Enter Giovanni, and Count Lodovico. 

Fran. How now, my noble cousin ? what, in black ! 

Oiov. Yes, uncle, I was taught to imitate you 
In virtue, and you must imitate me 
In colours of your garments. My sweet mother 
Is— 

Fran, How ? where ? 

Qiov. Is there ; no, yonder : indeed, sir, I'll not tell you, 
For I shall make you weep. 

Fran. Is dead ? 

Oiov. Do not blame me now, 
I did not tell you so. 

Lod. She's dead, my lord. 

Fran. Dead ! 

Mowt. Bless'd lady, thou art now above thy woes ! 
Wilt please your lordships to withdraw a little ?^ 

* To the ambassadors, who withdraw accordingly. 
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Qiw, "What do the dead do, imde? do they eat. 
Hear music, go a hunting, and he meny^ 
As we that live ? 

Fran, No, coz ; they sleep. 

Owv, Lord, lord, that I were dead ! 
I have not slept these six nights, "When do they wake ? 

Fran. When God shall please. 

Qiov, Good God, let her sleep ever ! 
For I have known her wake an hundred nights. 
When all the pillow where she laid her head 
Was brine- wet with her tears. I am to complain to you, sir ; 
I'll tell you how they have us'd her now she's dead ; 
They wrapped her in a cruel fold of lead, 
And would not let me kiss her. 

Fran, Thou did'st love her. 

Giov, I have often heard her say she gave me suck, 
And it should seem by that she dearly lov'd me, 
Since princes seldom do it. 

Fran, O, all of my poor sister that remains ! 
Take him away for God's sake ! [Exit Qwvanni, 

Mont, How now, my lord ? 

Fran, Believe me, I am nothing but her grave ; 
And I shall keep her blessed memory 
Longer than thousand epitaphs. 

Enter Flamineo as distracted. 

Flam, We endure the strokes like anvils or hard steel, 
Till pain itself make us no pain to feel. 
Who shall do me right now ? is this the end of service ? I'd 
rather go weed garlic ; travel through France, and be mine 
own ostler; wear sheep-skin linings, or shoes that stink of 
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blacking ; be entered into the list of the forty thousand 
pedlars in Poland. 

Enter Savoy Ambassadob. 

Would I had rotted in some surgeon's house at Venice, 
built upon the pox aa well as on piles, ere I had serred 
Brachiano ! 

Savoy Amb, You must hare comfort. 

Flam. Your comfortable words are like honey: they 
relish well in your mouth that's whole, but in mine that's 
wounded, they go down as if the sting of the bee were in 
them. O, they haye yrrought their purpose cunningly, as 
if they would not seem to do it of malice ! In this a poli- 
tician imitates the deyil, as &e devil imitates a cannon; 
wheresoeyer he c<Hnes to do mischief, he comes with his 
backside towards you. 

BhUer French and English Ambassadors. 

French Amh. The proofs are evident. 
' Flam, Proof ! 'twaa corruption. O gold, what a god art 
thou ! and O man, what a devil art thou to be tempted by 
that cursed mineral I Yon diversivolent lawyer, mark him ! 
knaves turn informers, as maggots turn to flies, you may 
catch gudgeouA with either. A cardinal ! I would he would 
hear me : there's nothing so holy but money will corrupt 
and putrify it, like victual under the line.^ You are happy 
in England, my lord; here they sell justice with those 
weights they press men to death with. O horrible salary I 

Eng. Amh. Fie, ^e, Flamineo« 

' i. e. the equinoctial line. 
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jp%rm. Bells ne'er ring well, till they are at their fall 
pitch ; and I hope yon cardinal shall never haye the grace 
to pray well, till he come to the scaffold. If they were 
racked now to know the confedwacy : hut your nohlemen 
are priyileged from the rack; and well may, for a little thing 
would pull some of them a'pieees afore they came to thdr 
arraignment. Beligion, O how it is commedled^ wiih 
policy I The first blood shed in the world happened about 
ireligion. Would I were a Jew ! 

Mar, O, there are too many I 

Flam» You are deceived ; there are not Jews enoughs 
priests enough, nor gentl^nen enough. 

Mar. How? 

Flam, I'll prove it ; for if there were Jews enough, so 
many Christians would not turn usurers ; if priests enough, 
one should not have six benefices ; and if gentlemen enough, 
so many early mushrooms, whose best growth sprang from 
a dunghill, should not aspire to gentility. Farewell : let 
others live by begging : be thou one of them practise the 
art of Wolner in England,^ to swallow all's given thee : and 

' comnudled, — co-mmgled. To meddle, anciently , signified to mir 
or miny/c— Steevens. 

' As to this Wbolner, we find in the Registers of the Stationers 
Company, edited by Collier for the Shakespeare Society, the ful* 
lowing particulars : — 

" l5l of Henry Benham, for his lycense for the pryntinge of 
a boke intituled pleasante tayles of the lyfe of Richard Wolner .'' 
[ Woolner, or Wolner, was a great humourist, and a greater eater, 
whose name became proverbial. << Three meales of a lazirillo 
make the fourth of a Woolner," says G. Hervey in his Piercet 
Supererogation, 1593; and S. Rowlands in his Knaw of Chtbsy 
1611, has,— 

<' Plying his victuals thus an hour at least, 
Like unto Woolner the same ravening beast." 

A droll, dry story is told of him in Taylor the water-poet's 
Wit and Mirth, 1629, which also found its way into Sir J. Har- 
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yet let one purgation make thee as hungry again aa fellows 
that work in a saw-pit. I'll go hear the screech-owl. \_ExiU 

Lod, This was Brachiano's pander ; and 'tis strange 
That in such open, and apparent guilt 
Of his adulterous sister, he dare utter 
So scandalous a passion. I must wind him. 

Be-enter Flamineo. 

Flam. How dares this hanish'd count return to Bome, 
His pardon not yet purchased I I have heard 
The deceased duchess gaye him pension. 
And that he came along from Padua 
I'th' tndn of the young prince. There's somewhat in't: 
Physicians, that cure poisons, still do work 
With counter-poisons. - 

Mar. Mark this strange encounter. 

Fhm, The god of melancholy turn thy gall to poison, 
And let the stigmatic^ wrinkles in thy fjEuse, 
Like to the hoisterous wares in a rough tide, 

rmgton's Brief View of the State of the Church, 1653, and is there 
thus narrated:-—" When he (Day, Bishop of Winchester) was 
first Dean of Windsor, there was a singing maa in the quire, one 
Woohier, a pleasant fellow, but famous for his eating rather than 
his singing, and for the swallow of his throat than tor the sweet- 
ness ofhis note. Master Dean sent a man to reproye him for not 
singing with his fellows : the messenger thought all were wor- 
shipful, at least, that did then wear white surplices, and told him, 
Mr. Dean would pray his worship to sing ! ^ Thank Mr. Dean,' 
quoth Woolner, ' and tell him I am as merry as they that sing ! ' 
which answer though it would haye offended some men, yet, hear- 
ing him to be such as I haye described, he was soon pacified." No 
copy of Denham's publication regarding Woolner is extant ; its 
popularity, no doubt, preyented its preservation, excepting when 
a joke, as in the instance just quoted, has been transmitt^ to us 
second or third hand. 
^ ttigmaticy i. e. marked as with a brand of infamy .-rSTBEyBNS« 
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One Btin overtake another. 

Lod, I do thank thee. 
And I do wish ingeniouslj^ for thy sake. 
The dog-dajB all year long. 

Flam. How croaks the raven? 
Is our good duchess dead? 

Lad. Dead. 

Flam. Ofatel 
Misfortune comes like the coroner's business 
Huddle upon huddle. 

Lod. Shalt thou and I join house-keeping? 

Flam. Yea, content : 
Let's be unsociablj sociable. 

Lod. Sit some three days together, and discourse ? 

Flam. Only with making £ekces ; 
Lie in our clothes. 

Lod. With faggots for our pillows. 

Flam. And be lousy. 

Lod. Li taffata linings, that's genteel melancholy ; 
Sleep all day. 

Flam. Yes ; and, like your melancholic hare. 
Feed after midnight. 
We are observed : see how yon couple grieve. 

Lod. What a strange creature is a laughing fool ! 
As if man were created to no use 
But only to shew his teeth. 

Mam. ril tell thee what. 
It would do well instead of looking-glasses. 
To set one's face each morning by a saucer 
Of a witch's congeal'd blood. 

' mgeiUoutfy, for ingetnu/uify. 
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Lod, Precious rogue ! 
"We'll neyer part. 

ilam. Never, till the beggary of courtiers, 
The discontent of churchmen, want of soldiers, 
And all the creatures that hang manacled, 
"Worse than strappadoed, on the lowest felly 
Of fortune's wheel, be taught, in our two liyes, 
To scorn that world which life of means depriyes. 

Ervter Antonelli.^ 

Anio. My lord, I bring good news. The Pope, on's 
death-bed, 
At th' earnest suit of the great duke of Florence, 
Hath sign'd your pardon, and restor'd unto yo u 

Lod, I thank you for your news. Look up again, 
Elamineo, see my pardon. 

Fkm. Why do you laugh ? 
There was no such condition in our covenant. 

Lod. Why? 

Flam, You shall not seem a happier man ihan I : 
You know our vow, sir ; if you will be merry, 
Do it i'th' like posture, as if some great man 
Sate whUe his enemy were executed : 
Though it be very lechery unto thee, 
Do't with a crabbed politician's face. 

Lod. Your sister is a damnable whore. 

Flam, Ha! 

Lod, Look you, I spake that laughing. 

Flam* Dost ever think to speak again ? 

' And with him Gasparo, though the entrance is not marked 
m the quartos. 
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Led. Do you hear ? 
"Wilt sell me forty ounces of her blood 
To water a mandrake ? 

Flam. Poor lord, you did vow 
To live a lousy creature. 

Lod, Yes. - 

Flam, Like one 
That had for eyer forfeited the day-light^ 
By being in debt. 

Lod. Ha, ha ! 

Flam, I do not greatly wonder you do break, 
Your lordship leam'd H long since. But I'll tell you. 

Lod. What? 

Flam, And 't shall stick by you. 

Lod, I long for it, . 

Flam, This laughter scurrily becomes your face : 
If you will not be melancholy, be angry. [Strikes Mm, 
See, now I laugh too. 

Mar, You are to blame : I'll force you hence. 

Lod, Unhand jne. [Exeunt MarceUo and Flamineo, 
That e'er I should be forc'd to right myself, 
Upon a pander ! 

Anto, My lord. 

Lod, H' had been as good met with his fist a thunderbolt. 

Gas, How this shews ! 

Lod, Uds'death I how did my sword miss him ? 
These rogues that are most weary of their lives 
Still 'scape the greatest dangers. 
A pox upon him ; all his r^utation, 
Nay, all the goodness of his family. 
Is not worth half this earthquake : 
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I leam'd it of no fencer to shake thus : 

Come, I'll forget him^ and go drink some wine. [Exmnt, 

SCENE III. 
Enter Fbancisco arid Monticblso. 

Mont^ Come, come, my lord, untie jour folded thoughts, 
And let them dangle loose, as a hride's hair.^ 
Your sister's poison'd. 

Fran, Far be it from my thoughts 
To seek revenge. 

Mont* What, are you tum'd all marble ? 

Fran, Shall I defy him, and impose a war. 
Most burdiensome on my poor subjects' necks. 
Which at my will I have not power to end ? 
You know for all the murders, rapes, and thefits. 
Committed in the horrid lust of war. 
He that unjustly caus'd it first proceed. 
Shall find it in his grave, and in his seed. 

Mont, That's not the course I'd wish you ; pray observe 
me. 
We see that undermining more prevails 
Than doth the cannon. Bear your wrongs conceal'd. 
And, patient as the tortoise, let this camel 
Stalk o'er ypur back unbruis'd : sleep with the lion. 
And let this brood of secure foolish mice 
Play with your nostrils, till the time be ripe 
For th' bloody audit, and the fatal gripe : 
Aim like a cunning fowler, close one eye, 

* Brides formeriy walked to church with their hair hanging 
loose be(ind. — Steevens. 
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That you the hetter may your game espy. 

Fran. Free me, my innocence, from treacherous acts ! 
I know there's thunder yonder ; and I'll stand, 
Like a safe yalley, which low hends the knee 
To some aspiring mountain : since I know 
Treason, like spiders weaving nets for flies, 
By her foul work is found, and in it .dies. 
To pass away these thoughts, my honour'd lord, 
It is reported you possess a hook. 
Wherein you have quoted, hy intelligence. 
The names of all notorious offenders 
Lurking ahout the city. 

Mont. Sir, I do ; 
And some there are which call it my hlack-hook. 
Well may the title hold ; for though it teach not 
The art of conjuring, yet in it lurk 
The names of many devils. 

Fran. Pray let's see it. 

Mont. I'll fetch it to your lordship. [^Eseit. 

Fran. Monticelso, 
I will not trust thee, hut in all my plots 
I'll rest as jealous as a town hesieg'd. 
Thou canst not reach what I intend to act \ 
Your flax soon kindles, soon is out again, 
But gold slow heats, and long will hot remain. 

Ent&r Monticelso, presents Francisco with a hooh* 

Mont. 'Tis here, my lord. 
Fran. First, your intelligencers, pray let's see. 
Mont. Their numher rises strangely ; 
And some of them 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



8c. ra.] riTTORIA COBOMBONA, 77 

You'd take for honest men. 
Next are panders. 

These are jour pirates ; and these following leaves 
For hase rogues, that undo young gentlemen, 
By taking up commodities ;' for politic hankrupts; 
For fellows that are bawds to their own wives. 
Only to put off horses, and slight jewels. 
Clocks, defac'd plate, and such commodities. 
At birth of their first children. 

Fran. Are there such ? 

MonU These are for impudent bawds. 
That go in men's apparel ; for usurers 
That share with scriveners for their good reportage ; 
For lawyers that will antedate their writs : 
And some divines you might find folded there. 
But that I slip them o'er for conscience' sake. 
Here is a general catalogue of knaves : 
A man might study all the prisons o'er. 
Yet never attain this knowledge, 

Fran, Murderers? 
Fold down the leaf, I pray : 
Good, my lord, let me borrow this strange doctrine. 

MonU l^raj, use't, my lord. 

Fran, I do assure your lordship. 
You are a worthy member of the state. 
And have done infinite good in your discovery 
Of these offenders. 

Mont. Somewhat, sir. 

* Usurers formerly defrauded necessitous borrowers by fur- 
nishing them with goods and wares, to be converted into cash at 
a great loss to the borrower. This was done to avoid the penal 
Statutes against Usury. — Heed. 
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Fran. O God ! 
Better than tribute of wolves paid in England ; 
'Twill hang their skins oW hedge. 

Mont. I must make bold 
To leave your lordship. 

Fran, Dearly, sir, I thank you : 
If any ask for me at court, report 
You have left me in the company of knaves. 

lExit MonUeelso, 
I gather now by this, some cunning fellow 
That's my lord's officer, and that lately skipp'd 
From a clerk's desk up to a justice' diair. 
Hath made this knavish summons, and intends^ 
As th' Irish rebels wont were to sell heads, 
So to make prize of these. And thus it happens : 
Your poor rogues pay for't which have not the means 
To present bribe in fist ; the rest o'th' band 
Are raz'd out of the knaves' record ; or else 
My lord he winks at them with easy will ; 
His man grows rich, the knaves are the knaves still* 
But to the use I'll make of it ; it shall serve 
To point me out a list of murderers, 
Agents for any villany. Did I want 
Ten leash of courtezans, it would furnish me ; 
Nay, laundress three armies. That in so little paper 
Should lie th' undoing of so many men ! 
'Tis not so big as twenty declarations. 
See the corrupted use some make of books : 
Divinity, wrested by some factious blood, 
Draws swords, swells battles, and o'erthrows all good. 
To fashion my revenge more seriously, 
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Let me remember my dead sister's face : 
Call for her picture ? no^ I'll close mine ejes. 
And in a melancholic thought I'll frame 

Enter Isabella's ghost. 
Her figure 'fore me. Now I ha't — ^how strong 
Imagination works ! how she can frame 
Things which are not I methinks she stands afore me^ 
And b J the quick idea of mj mind^ 
Were my skill pregnant, I could draw her picture. 
Thought as a subtle juggler, makes us. deem 
Things supernatural, which have cause 
Common as sickness. 'Tis my melancholy. 
How cam'st thou by thy death ? — how idle am I 
To question mine own idleness !— did ever 
Man dream awake till now ? — ^remove this object ; 
Out of my brain with't : what have I to do 
With tombs, or death-beds, frmerals, or tears, 
That have to meditate upon revenge ? [Exit Qhost} 

So, now 'tis ended, like an old wife's story. 
Statesmen think often they see stranger sights 
Than madmen. Come, to this weighty business. 
My tragedy must have some idle mirth in't. 
Else it will never pass. I am in love. 
In love with Corombona ; and my suit 
Thus halts to her in verse. — [He writes, 

I have done it rarely : O the fate of princes ! 
I am so us'd to frequent flattery, 
That, being alone, I now flatter myself: 
But it will serve ; 'tis seal'd. Bear this 
' Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
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Enter SsBYAirr. 

To the house of conrertites^ and watch jour leisure 

To give it to the hands of Corombona^ 

Or to the matron, when some followers 

Of Brachiano may be by. Away. \Exvt Servant. 

He that deals all by strength, his wit is shallow ; 

When a man's head goes through, each limb will follow. 

The engine for my business, bold coimt Lodowick ; 

'Tis gold must such an instrument procure, 

With empty fust no man doth falcons lure. 

Brachiano, I am now fit for thy encounter : 

like the wild Irish, 111 ne'er think thee dead 

Till I can play at football with thy head. 

Fleeter e 9i nequeo superos, Acheranta movebo. \_Exit. 



ACT IV.— ScENB U 
Enter the Matron, and Flamimeo. 

Matron, 
[HOULD it be known the duke hath such re- 
course 
To your imprisoned sister, I were like 
T' incur much damage by it. 

Flam, Not a scruple. 
The Pope lies on his death-bed, and their heads 
Are troubled now with other business 
Than guarding of a lady. 

> Supplied from the 4to. of 1672. 
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ErUer Sebyant. 

Servant, Yonder's Flamineo in conference 
With the matrona. — Jliet me speak with jou : 
I W9uld entreat you to deliver for me 
Thjifl letter to the fair Yittoria, 

M(xtr(yn'* I shaU, sir. 

Enter Bbachiano, 

Servant. With all care and secres j ; 
Hereafter you shall know me, and receive 
Thanks for this courtesy. . '[Exit. 

Flam. How now? what's that? 

Matron, A letter. 

i^Zani. To my sister? Fll see't delivered. 

Brack. What's that you read, Flamineo? 

j^Zam..Look. 

Brack, lEIa ! '^ To the most unfortunate, his host re- 
" spected Vittoria." 
Who was the messenger ? 

Flam, I know not. 

Brack. No ! who sent it? 

Flam. Ud'sfoot ! you speak, as if a man 
Should know what fowl is coffin'd in a hak'd meat 
Afore you cut it up. 

Brack, I'll open't, were't her heart. What's here sub- 
scrib'd I 
Florence ! this juggling is gross and palpable. 
I have found out the conveyance. Bead it, read it. 

Flam, " Your tears I'll turn to triumphs, be but mine ; 
Your prop is fallen : I pity, that a vine, 

VOL. II. o 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



82 THE WHITE DEVIL; OR, [act rr. 

WMch prinoes heretofore have long'd to gather. 

Wanting supporters, now should fsAe and wither." 

(Wine, i'faith, my lord, with lees would serve his torn.) 

<^ Your sad imprisonment I'U soon uncharm, 

And with a princely uncontrolled arm 

Lead you to Florence, where my love and care 

Shall hang your wishes in my silver hair." 

(A halter on his strange equivocation !) 

" Nor for my years return me the sad willow, 

Who prefer hlossoms hefore fruit that's mellow?'* 

(Botten, on my knowledge, with lying too long i'th' hed- 

straw.) 
'^ And all the lines of age this line convinces ;^ 
The gods never wax old, no more do princes." 
A pox on't, tear it ; let's have no more atheists, for God's 
sake. 

Brack, Ud'sdeath ! I'll cut her into atomies* 
And let th' irregular north- wind sweep her up. 
And hlow her int' his nostrils : where's this whore ? 

Flam, What? what do you call her? 

Brack, 0, I could he mad ! 
Prevent the curs'd disease^ she'll hring me to. 
And tear my hair off. Where's this changeable stuff? 

Flam. O'er head and ears in water, I assure you ; 
She is not for your wearing. 

Bra<^, No, you pander ? 

Flam, What, me, my lord? am I your dog? 

Brack, A blood-hound: do you brave, do you stand me ? 

> Overcomes : a Latinism, 

* i e. anticipate {prevenir) the consequences of the foul disease 
she'll give me ; — one of which is, that the hair falls off. 
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Fhm. Stand you I let ihoee that have diseases run ; 
I need no plasters. 

Bradi. Would you be kick'd ? 

Flam. Would you hare your neck broke ? 
I tell you^ duke, I am not in Bussia ; ^ 
My shins must be kept whole. 

Branch. Do you know me ? 

Flam. O my lord, methodically I 
As in this world there are degrees of evils, 
So in this world there are degrees of devils. 
You're a great duke, I your poor secretary. 
I do look now for a Spanish fig, or an Italian sallet,' daily. 

Brack. Pander, ply your convoy, and leave your prating. 

Flam. All your kindness to me, is like that miserable 

> It appears from Giles Fletcher's Ruste Qmnumweahhy 1591, 
p. 51, that, on determining an action of debt in that country, '* the 
partie convicted is deliverod to the Serjeant, who hath a writte for 
his warrant out of the Office, to carry him to the Praveushf or 
Bighter of Justice, if presently hee pa v not the monie, or content 
not the partie. This Fraveush, or Bighter, is a place neere to the 
office : where such as have sentence passed against them, and re- 
fuse to pay that which is adjudged, are beaten with great cudgels 
on the shinnes and calves of their legges. Every forenoone from 
eieht to eleven they are set on the Fravetuh, and beate in this sort 
tin the munie be payd. The aftemoone and night time they are 
kepte in chaines oy the Seijeant : except they put in sufficient 
suerties for their appearance at the Fraveugh at the hower ap« 
pointed. You shall see fortie or tiftie stand together on the Fra- 
veuah all on a rowe, and their ahinnes thvs becudgelled and bebasted 
evei^ morning with a piteous crie. If after a yeare's standing on 
the rraveush, the partie will not, or lacke wherewithal! to satisfie 
his creditour, it is lawfull for him to sell his wife and children, 
eyther outright, or for a certaine terme of yeares. And if the 
price of them doo not amount to the full payment, the creditour 
may take them to bee his bondslaves, for yeares or for ever, ac- 
cording as the value of the debt requireth." — Bbed. 

* Beferring to the custom of giving poisoned figs or vegetables 
to those who were the objects either of the Spanish or Italian re- 
venge. — ^BSBD. 
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courtesy of Polyphemus to Ulysses ; you reserve me to be 
devoured last : you would dig tur& out of my grave to feed 
your larks ; that would be music to you. Come, 111 lead 
you to her. 

Brack, Do you &oe me? 

Flam. 0, sir^ I would not go before a politic enemy 
with my back towards him^ though there were behind me 
a whirlpool. 

SCENE n. 

Enter to Vittobia, Bbachiano and Flamineo.* 

Brack, Can you read^ mistress? look upon that letter: 
There are no characters, nor hieroglyphics. 
You need no comment ; I am grown your receiver. 
God's precious ! you shall be a brave great lady, 
A stately and advanced whore. 

Tit, Say, sir? 

Brack, Come, come, let's see your cabinet, ^discover 
Tour treasury of love-letters. Death and furies I 
I'U see them all. 

Vtt. Sir, upon my soul, 
I have not any. Whence was this directed ? 

Brack. Confusion on your poHtic* ignorance ! 
You are reclaim'd, are you ? Ill give you the bells,' 
And let you fly to the devil. 

Flam, Ware hawk, my lord. 

Vit, Florence ! this is some treacherous plot, my lord ; 
To me he ne'er was lovely,* I protest, 

» Conjecturally, The old editions mark Enter Vittoriato Bra* 
chiano and Flamineo. 
> i. e. politicly feigned. ' As to a hawk. 

* The 4to. of 1612 has « thought on." 
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So much as in my sleep. 

Brack. Eight ! they are plots. 
Your beauty ! ten thousand curses on^t I 
Howr long have I beheld the devil in crystal I ^ 
Thou hast led me, like an heathen sacrifice, 
"With music, and with fatal yokes of flowers, 
To my eternal ruin. Woman to man 
Is either a god, or a wolf. 

Vit. My lord. 

Brack. Away I 
We'll be as differing afl two adamants, 
The one shall shun the other. What I dost weep ? 
Procure but ten of thy dissembling trade, 
Ye'd fiimish all the Irish funerals 
With howling past wild Irish. 

Flam. Fie, my lord I 

Brack. That hand, that cursed hand, which I have 
wearied 
With doating kisses ! — my sweetest duchess. 
How lovely art thou now I — My loose thoughts 
Scatter like quicksilver : I was bewitch'd ; 
For all the world speaks ill of thee. 

Vit. No matter ; 
Til live so now, I'll make that world recant. 
And change her speeches. You did name your duchess. 

Brack. Whose death God pardon ! 
Vit. Whose death GK)d revenge 

* How long have I beheld the devil in crystal. The Beril, which is 
a kind of crystal, hath a weak tincture of red in it. Among other 
tricks of astrologers, the discovery of past or future events was 
supposed to be the consequence of looking into it. See Aubrey* t 
MiceOaniesy (p. 154, Edition of 1857.)— Reed. 
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On thee, most godless duke ! 

Flam, Now for ten whirlwinds. 

Vit What have I gain'd by thee, hut infiunj? 
Thou hast stain'd the spotless honour of my house. 
And frighted thence noble society : 
Like those, which sick o W palsy, and retain 
ni-scenting foxes 'bout them, are still shunn'd 
By those of choicer nostrils. What do you call this house ? 
Is this your palace ? did not the judge style it 
A house of penitent whores ? who sent me to it? 
Who haih the honour to advance Yittoria 
To this incontinent college? is't not you? 
Is't not your high preferment? go, go, brag 
How many ladies you have undone like me. 
Fare you well, sir ; let me hear no more of you ! 
I had a limb corrupted to an ulcer, 
But I have cut it off; and now Fll go 
Weeping to heaven on crutches. For your giflBy 
I will return them all, and I do wish 
That I could make you full executor 
To all my sins. O that I could toss myself 
Into a grave as quickly ! for all thou art worth 
I'll not shed one tear more — ^111 burst first. 

[^She throws herself upon a bed. 

Braoh. I have drunk Lethe : Vittoria 1 
My dearest happiness ! Vittoria ! 
What do you ail, my love ? why do you weep ? 

VlU Yes, I now weep poniards, do you see ? 

Brcuih, Are not those matchless eyes mine ? 

Vit. 1 had rather 
They were not matchless. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



sc. n.] VITTORIA COROMBONA. 87 

Brack. Is not this lip mine? 

Vit. Yes ; thus to bite it off, rather than give it thee. 

Flam. Turn to my lord, good sister, 

Vit. Hence, you pander I 

Flam. Pander ! am I the author of your sin? 

Vit. Yes ; he's a base thief that a thief lets in. 
' Flam. We're blown up, my lord. 

Brack. Wilt thou hear me ? 
Onoe to be jealous of thee, is t'express 
That I will love thee everlastingly. 
And never more be jealous. 

Vit. O thou fool. 
Whose greatness hath by much overgrown thy wit ! 
Wh^t dar'st thou do, that I not dare to suffer, 
Excepting to be still thy whore ? for that, 
In the sea's bottom sooner thou shalt make 
A bonfire. 

Flam. O, no oaths, for God's sake ! 

Brack. Will you hear me ? 

Vit. Never. 

Flam. What a damn'd imposthume is a woman's will ! 
Can nothing break it? Fie, fie, my lord, 
Women are caught as you take tortoises. 
She must be tum'd on her back \_A8ide]. — Sister, by this 

hand 
I am on your side — Come, come, you have wrong'd her : 
What a strange credulous man were you, my lord> 
To think the duke of Florence would love her ! 
Will any mercer take another's ware 
When once 'tis tows'd and sullied ? And yet, sister, 
How scurvily this forwardness becomes you ! 
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Young leverets stand not long, and women's anger 
Shoddy like their flight, procure a litde sport ; 
A full C17 for a quarter of an hour. 
And then he put to th' dead quat.^ 

Brack. Shall these eyes, 
Which haye so Icmg time dwelt upon jour ftce. 
Be now put out? 

FUxm. No cruel landlady iW woridy 
Which lends forth groats to hroom-men^ and takes use 
For them^ would do't. 

Hand her, mj lord, and kiss her : he not like 
A ferrety to let go jour hold with Mowing. 

Brack, Let us renew right hands. 

Vit, Hence! 

Brack, Never shall rage, or the forgetful wine. 
Make me commit like fault. 

Ilam, Now you are i'th' way on% follow't hard. 

Brack, Be thou at peace with me, let all the worid 
Threaten the cannon. 

JFtam. Mark his penitence ; 
Best natures do commit the grossest faults. 
When they're given o'er to jealousy, as host wine. 
Dying, makes strongest vinegar. I'll tell you : 
The sea's more rough and raging than calm rivers,^ 
But not do sweet, nor wholesome. A quiet woman 
Is a still water under a great bridge ; 
A man may shoot^ her safely. 

* Quaf—a corruption of «9iMi<. 

* To shoot thB bridge was a term used by watermen, to signify 
going through London-bridge at the turning of the tide. The 
Vessel then went with great velocity, and from thence it probably 
was called tAoolin^.— Beed. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



sen.] VITTOBIA COBOMBONA. 89 

VU. O ye dissembling men ! 

Flam. We suck'd ihat^ sister, 
From women's breasts, in om* first infancy. 

VU. To add misery to misery I 

Braeh, Sweetest! 

Vit, Am I not low enough? 
Ay, ay, your good heart gathers like a snow-ball, 
Now your affection's cold. 

Flam, Ud'sfoot, it shall melt 
To a heart again, or all the wine in Eome 
Shall run oW lees for't. 

Vit. Your dog or hawk should be rewarded better 
Than I have been, I'll speak not one word more. 

Flam* Stop her mouth 
With a sweet kiss, my lord. So, 
Now the tide's tum'd, the vessel's come about. 
He's a sweet armful. O, we curl-hair'd men 
Are stUl most kind to women I This is well. 

Brack. That you should chide thus I 

Flam, O, sir, your little chimnies 
Do ever cast most smoke ! I sweat for you. 
Couple together with as deep a silence. 
As did the Grecians in their wooden horse. 
My lord, supply your promises with deeds ; 
You know that painted meat no hunger feeds. 

Bra/^, Stay, ingrateful Eome — ^ 

Flam, Bome I it deserves to be call'd Barbary, 
For our villanous usage. 

Brack, Soft ; the same project which the duke of 
Florence, 

* I suspect we should read '^ Stay in ingrateful Bome ! "— Dtcb. 
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(Whefliher in love or gullery I know not,) 
Laid down for her escape, will I pursue. 

Flam, And no time fitter than this night, mj lord. 
The Pope heing dead, and all the cardinals enter'd 
The conclaye, for th' electing a new pope ; 
The city in a great confusion ; 
We may attire her in a page's suit, 
Lay her post-horse, take shipping, and amain 
For Padua. 

Brack, I'U instantly steal forth the prince Giovanni, 
And make for Padua. You two with your old mother. 
And young Marcello that attends on Florence, 
If you can work him to it, follow me : 

1 will advance you all ; for you, Yittoria, 
Think of a duchess' title* 

Flam, Lo you, sister I - 
Stay, my lord ; I'll tell you a tale. The crocodile, which 
lives in the river Nilus, hath a worm hreeds i'th teeth oft, 
which puts it to extreme anguish : a little hird, no bigger 
than a wren, is barber-surgeon to this crocodile ; flies into 
the jaws oft, picks out the worm, and brings present re- 
medy. The fish, glad of ease, but ingrateful to her that 
did it, that the bird may not talk largely of her abroad for 
non-payment, closeth her chaps, intending to swallow her, 
and so put her to perpetual silence. But nature, loathing 
such ingratitude, hath armed this bird with a quill or prick 
on the head, top o'th' which wounds the crocodile i'th' 
mouth, forceth her open her bloody prison, and away fiies 
the pretty tooth-picker from her cruel patient. 

Brack. Your application is, I have not rewarded 
The service you have done me. 
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Ilam* No, my lord« 
You, sister, are the crocodile : you ore blemisli'd in your 
feme, my lord cores it; and though the comparison hold 
not in every particle, yet observe, remember, what good 
the bird with the prick i'th' head hath done you, and scorn 
ingratitude. 

It may appear to some ridiculous 
Thus to talk knave and madman, and sometimes 
Come in with a dried sentence, stuft with sage : 
But this allows my varying of shapes ; 
Knaves do grow great by being great men's apes. 

[ExeunU 

SCENE in. 

Enter Francisco, Lodovico, Gaspabo, and six 
Ambassadors. 

Fran. So, my lord, I commend your diligence. 
Guard well the conclave ; and, as the order is, 
Let none have conference with the cardinals. 

Lod, I shall, my lord. Eoom for the ambassadors. 

Oasp. They're wondrous brave* to-day; why do they 
wear 
These several habits ? 

Lod. O, sir, they're knights 
Of several orders : 

That lord i'th' black cloak, with the silver cross. 
Is knight of Ehodes ; the next, knight of St. Michael ; 
That, of the Golden Fleece ; the Frenchman, there. 
Knight of the Holy Ghost ; my lord of Savoy, 

» Fine. 
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Knight of ih' Annunciation ; the Englishman 

Is knight of ih' honour'd Grarter, dedicated 

Unto their Saint, St. George. I could descrihe to you 

Their several institutions, with the laws 

Annexed to their orders ; hut that tumie 

Permits not such discorery. 

Fran, Where's count Lodowick ? 

Lod, Here, my lord. 

Fran, 'Tis o'th' point of dinner time ; 
Marshal the cardinals' service. 

Lod. Sir, I shall. 

Enter Sebvants, wi£h several dishes covered. 

Stand, let me search your dish. Who's this for ? 

Servant. For my lord cardinal Monticelso. 

Lod. Whose this? 

Servant. For my lord cardinal of Bourhon, 

Fr. Amh. Whj doth he search the dishes ? to ohserre 
What meat is drest? 

Eng. Amh. No, sir, hut to prevent 
Lest any letters should he convey'd in. 
To hrihe or to solicit the advancement 
Of any cardinal. When first they enter, 
'Tis lawful for the amhassadors of princes 
To enter with them, and to make their suit 
For any man their prince affecteth host ; 
But after, till a general election, 
No man may speak with them. 

Lod. You that attend on the lord cardinals. 
Open the window, and receive their viands. 
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Cardinal [within]. You must return the service; the 
lord cardinals 
Are husied 'hout electing of the Pope ; 
They have given o'er scrutiny, and are fallen 
To admiration.^ 

Lod. Awa,j, away, 

Ik'an, I'll lay a thousand ducats you hear news 
Of a Pope presently. Hark ; sure he's elected : 
Behold, my lord of Arragon appears 
On the church hattlements. 

• [A Cardinal on the terrace, 

Arragon. Denuntio vohie gawdivm magnum: JReve- 
rendissimus cardinalis Lorenzo de Monticeho electus est in 
aedem apostolicam^ et elegit sihi nomen Faidum QuartumJ^ 

Omnes. Vivat sanetus pater Paulus Qwirtus! 

Servant. Vittoria, my lord — 

Fran. Well, what of her ? 

Servant. Is fled the city. 

Fran. Ha! 

Servant. With duke Brachiana* 

Fran. Fled ! where's the prince Giovanni ? 

Servant. Gone with his father. 

Fran. Let the matron^ of the convertites 
Be apprehended. Med? O damnable I 
How fortunate are my wishes ! why, 'twas this 
I only labour'd : I did send the letter 
T'instruct him what to do. Thy fame, fond duke, 
I first have poison'd ; directed thee the way 

' So in the quartos. The sense must be inferred from the con- 
text. 

^ Mr. Dyce points out that the name of Paul lY. was not Mon- 
tioelso, but Caraffa. 
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To marrj a whore ; what can he worse? this follows : 
The hand must act to drown the passionate tongue^ 
I scorn to wear a sword and prate of wrong. 

EvUer MoNTiCELSO in state. 

Mont* ConcedimuB vohis apostoUcam henedictionem, et 
remimanem peccatorwn. 
My lord reports Vittoria Coromhona 
Is stol'n from forth the house of convertites 
By BrachianOy and they're fled the city. 
KoWy though this he the first day of our seat. 
We cannot better please the divine power^ 
Than to sequester fix)m the holy church 
These cursed persons. Make it therefore known. 
We do denounce excommunication 
Against them both : all that are theirs in Borne 
We likewise banish. Set on. {^Exit, 

Fran. Come, dear Lodovico ; 
You haye ta'en the sacrament to prosecute 
Th' intended murder. 

Lod. With all constancy. 
But, sir, I wonder youH engage yourself 
In person, being a great prince* 

Fran. Divert me not. 
Most of his court are of my faction, 
And some are of my council. Noble friend. 
Our danger shall be like in this design : 
Give leave part of the glory may be mine. 

lExit Franewo. 
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EnUr MoNncELSO* 

Mont Why did the duke of Florence with such care 
Labour your pardon ? say. 

Lod, Italian beggars will reBolre you that^ 
Who, begging of an alms, bid those they beg of, 
Do good for their own sakes ; or't may be, 
He spreads his bounty with a sowing hand. 
Like kings, who many times give out of measure. 
Not for desert so much, as for their pleasure. 

M<mt. I know you're cunning. Come, what devil was 
that 
That you were raising? 

Lod. Devil I my lord. 

Mont, I ask you. 
How doth the duke employ you, that his bonnet 
Fell with such compliment unto his knee. 
When he departed fix)m you ? 

Lod, Why, my lord. 
He told me of a resty Barbary horse 
Which he would fain have brought to the career, 
The sault, and the ring gaUiard : now, my lord, 
I have a rare French rider. 

Mmt, Take you heed. 
Lest the jade break your neck. Do you put me off 
With yoiu'Vild horse-tricks? Sirrah, you do lie. 
O, thou'rt a foul black cloud, and thou dost threat 
A violent storm ! 

Lod, Storms are i'th* air, my lord ; 
I am too low to storm. 
Mont, Wretched creature I 
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I know that thou art fafihion'd for all ill^ 

Like dogs, that once get hlood, they'll ever kill. 

Ahout some mnrder^ was't not? 

Lod. Ill not tell you: 
And yet I care not greatly if I do ; 
Marry, with this preparation. Holy &ther^ 
I come not to you as an intelligencer,^ 
But as a penitent sinner : what I utter 
Is in confession merely ; which, you know. 
Must never he reveal'd. 

MofU, You have o'erta'en me. 

Lod. Sir, I did love Brachiano's duchess dearly. 
Or rather I pursued her with hot lust, 
Though she ne'er knew on't. She was poison'd ; 
Upon my soul she was : for which I have sworn 
T'avenge her murder. 

Mont. To the duke of Florence? 

Lod. To him I have. 

MorU. Miserahle creature I 
If thou persist in this, 'tis damnahle. 
Dost thou imagine, thou canst slide on hlood, 
And not he tainted with a shameful fall ? 
Or, like the hlack and melancholic yew-tree. 
Dost think to root thyself in dead men's graves. 
And yet to prosper? Instruction to thee 
Comes like sweet showters to o'er-harden'd ground ; 
They wet, hut pierce not deep. And so I leave thee, 
With all the furies hangmg 'hout thy neck, 
Till hy thy penitence thou remove this evil. 
In conjuring from thy hreast that cruel devil. [^ExU. 

' Informer. 
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Lod. I'll give it o'er; he says 'tis damnable : 
Besides I did expect his suffirage, 
By reason of Oamillo's death. 

E7i;ter Servant and Peancisco. 

Fran, Do you know that count ? 

Servant, Yes, my lord. 

Fran, Bear him these thousand ducats to his lodging ; 
Tell him the Pope hath sent them. Happily^ 
That will confirm more than all the rest. [Exit, 

Servant, Sir. 

Lod, To me, sir ? 

Servant, His Holiness hath sent you a thousand crowns, 
And wills you, if you travel, to make him 
Your patron for intelligence. 

Lod. His creature ever to be commanded. — 
"Why now 'tis come about. He rail'd upon me ; 
And yet these crowns were told out, and laid ready. 
Before he knew my voyage. O the art, 
The modest fohn of greatness ! that do sit. 
Like brides at wedding-dinners, with their looks turn'd 
From the least wanton jest, their puling stomach 
Sick of the modesty, when their thoughts are loose. 
Even acting of those hot and lustful sports 
Are to ensue about midnight : such his cunning ! 
He sounds my depth thus with a golden plummet. 
I am doubly arm'd now. Now to th' act of blood. 
There's but three furies found in spacious hell. 
But in a great man's breast three thousand dwell. [Exit. 

* Perchance. 
VOL. n. H 
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SCENE IV. AT Padua. 
A passage over the stage of Bbachiano, Flamineo, Mab- 

CELLO, HoBTENSIO, CoBOMBONA, CoBNELIA, ZaNCHE, 

aifid others : Flamineo and Hortensio remain. 

Flam, In all the weary minutes of my life, 
Day ne'er broke up till now. This marriage 
Confirms me happy. 

Hort. 'Tis a good assurance. 
Saw you not yet the Moor that's come to court ? 

Ilam, Yes, and conferr'd with him i'th' duke's closet. 
I have not seen a goodlier personage, 
Nor ever talk'd with man better experienc'd 
In state affairs, or rudiments of war. 
He hath, by report, serv'd the Venetian 
In Candy these twice seven years, and been chief 
In many a bold design. 

Hort, What are those two 
That bear him company ? 

Flam, Two noblemen of Hungary, that, living in the 
emperor's service as commanders, eight years since, con- 
trary to the expectation of all the court, entered into re- 
ligion, into the strict order of Capuchins ; but, being not 
well settled in their undertaking, they left their order, and 
returned to court; for which, being after troubled in con- 
science, they vowed their service against the enemies of 
Christ, went to Malta, were there knighted, and in their 
return back, at this great solemnity, they are resolved for 
ever to forsake the world, and settle themselves here in a 
house of Capuchins in Padua. 
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Hori, 'Tifl strange. 

Flam, One thing makes it so : thej have vowM for ever 
to wear, next their bare bodies, those coats of mail they 
served in, 

Hort, Hard penance ! 
Is the Moor a Christian ? 

Flam, He is. 

Hort, Why proffers he his service to our duke ? 

Flam, Because he understanda there's like to grow 
Some wars between us and the duke of Florence, 
In which he hopes employment. 
I never saw one in a stem bold look 
Wear more command, nor in a lofity phrase 
Express more knowing, or more deep contempt 
Of our slight airy courtiers. He talks 
As if he had travelled all the princes' courts 
Of Christendom : in all things strives t'express. 
That all, that should dispute with him, may know, 
Glories, like glow-worms, afar off shine bright. 
But look'd to near, have neither heat nor light. 
The duke. 

Enter Bbachiano, Fbancisco disguised like Mulinassab, 
LoDovico and Gaspabo, hearing their swords, their 
helmets down, Antonelli, Fabnese, 
Brach, You are nobly welcome. We have heard at full 

Your honourable service 'gainst the Turk. 

To you, brave Mulinassar, we assign 

A competent pension : and are inly sorry, 

The vows of those two worthy gentlemen 

Make them mcapable of our proffer'd bounty. 
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Your wish is, jou may leave your warlike swords 

For monuments in our chapel : I Accept it. 

As a great honour done me, and must crave 

Your leave to ftimish out our duchess* revels. 

Only one thing, as the last vanity 

You e'er shall view, deny me not to stay 

To see a harriers* prepared to-night : 

You shall have private standings. It hath pleas'd 

The great amhassadors of several princes, 

In their return from Bome to their own countries. 

To grace our marriage, and to honour me 

With such a kind of sport. 

Fran, I shall persuade them to stay, my lord. 
Brach,^ Set on there to the presence. 

[Exeunt BrachianOy Flamineo, and Hortensio. 
Lod. Noble my lord, most fortunately welcome ; 

[^T?ie conspirators here emhrace. 
You have our vows, seal'd with the sacrament. 
To second your attempts. 

Gas. And all things ready; 
He could not have invented his own ruin 
(Had he despair'd) with more propriety. 
Lod, You would not take my way. 
Fran. ^Tis better order'd. 

Lod. T' have poison'd his prayer-book, or a pair of beads, 
The pummel of his saddle, his looking-glass, 
Or th' handle of his racket, — O that, that ! 
That while he had been bandying at tennis, 
He might have sworn himself to hell, and strook 

* Tilting-match. 

* A correction by Mr. Dyce. The quartos all give the line to 
Francisco. 
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His soul into the hazard ! O, my lord, 
I would hare our plot be ingenious. 
And have it hereafter recorded for example, 
Eather than borrow example. 

Fran. There's no way 
More speeding than this thought on. 

Lod, On then. 

Fran. And yet methinks that this revenge is poor. 
Because it steals upon him like a thief: 
To have ta'en him by the casque in a pitch'd field, 
Led him to Florence — 

Lod. It had been rare : and there 
Have crown'd him with a wreath of stinking garlic ; 
T' have shown the sharpness of his government, 
And rankness of his lust. Elamineo comes. 

[Exeunt Lodovico, AntonelU, and Oattparo. 

Enter Flamineo, Mabcello, and Zanche. 

Mar. Why doth this devil haunt you, say? 

Flam. I know not : 
For by this light, I do not conjure for her. 
'Tis not so great a cunning as men think, 
To raise the devil ; for here's one up already ; 
The greatest cunning were to lay him down. 

Mar. She is your shame. 

Flam. I prithee pardon her. 
In faith, you see, women are like to burs, 
Where their affection throws them, there they'll stick. 

Zam^. That is my countryman, a goodly person ; 
When he's at leisin:e, I'll discourse with him 
In our own language. 

Flam. I beseech you do. [Eant Zanche. 
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How is't, brave soldier? O that I had seen 
Some of your iron days ! I pray relate 
Some of your service to us. 

Fran, 'Tis a ridiculous thing for a man to be his own 
chronicle : I did never wash my mouth with mine own 
praisOy for fear of getting a stinking breath. 

Mar, You're too stoical. The duke will expect other 
discourse from you. 

Fran, I shall never flatter him: I have studied man too 
much to do that. What difference is between the duke and 
I ? no more than between two bricks, all made of one day : 
only't may be one is placed on the top of a turret, the other 
in the bottom of a well, by mere chance. If I were placed 
as high as the duke, I should stick as fast, make as fair a 
shew, and bear out weather equally. 

FUim, If this soldier had a patent to beg in churches, 
then he would tell them stories. 

Mar, I have been a soldier too. 

Fran, How have you thrived ? 

Mar, Faith, poorly. 

Fran, That's the misery of peace: only outsides are then 
respected. As ships seem very great upon the river, which 
shew very little upon the seas, so some m^i i'th' court seem 
Colossuses in a chamber, who, if they came into the field, 
would appear pitiful pigmies. 

Flam, Give me a fair room yet hung with arras, and 
some great cardinal to lug me by th' ears, as his endeared 
minion. 

Fran, And thou mayest do the devil knows what villany. 

Flam, And safely. 

Fran, Right : you shall see in the country, in harvest- 
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time, pigeons, though they destroy never so much com, the 
farmer dare not present the fowling-piece to them : why ? 
hecause they belong to the lord of the manor ; whilst your 
poor sparrows, that belong to the lord of heaven, they go to 
the pot for't. 

Flam, I wiU now give you some politic instructions. 
The duke says he wiU give you pension ; that's but bare 
promise ; get it under his hand. For I have known men 
that have come from serving against the Turk, for three or 
four months they have had pension to buy them new wooden 
legs, and fresh plasters ; but after, 'twas not to be had. And 
this miserable courtesy shews as if a tormentor should give 
hot cordial drinks to one three quarters dead o'th' rack, only 
to fetch the miserable soul again to endure more dogdays. 

\Exit Francisco de Medicis.^ 

Enter Hobtensio, a Youno Lobd, Zakche, 
and two more. 

How now, gallants? what, are they ready for the barriers? 

Young Lord, Yes: the lords are putting on their armour. 

Hort, What's he? 

Flam, A new up-start ; one that swears like a falconer, 
and will lie in the duke's ear day by day, like a maker of 
almanacks: and yet I knew him, since he came to th' court, 
smell worse of sweat than an under tennis-courtkeeper. 

ffort. Look you, yonder's your sweet mistress. 

Flam, Thou art my sworn brother : I'll tell thee, I do 
love that Moor, ikai witch, very constrainedly. She knows 

* The 4tos. do not mark the exit of Francisco ; but it is neces- 
sary to get rid of him, as he erUers towards the end of this scene. 

Dtoe. 
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some of m J yillanj. I do love her just as a man holds a 
wolf hy the ears ; hut for fear of her turning upon me, and 
pulling out my throat, I would let her go to the devil. 

Hort, I hear she claims marriage of thee. 

Flam, 'Faith, I made to her some such dark promise; 
and, in seeking to fly from't, I run on, like a frighted dog 
with a hotUe at's tail, that fain would hite it off, and yet 
dares not look hehind him. Now, my precious gipsy. 

Zanche. Ay, your love to me rather cools than heats. 

Flam, Marry, I am the sounder lover ; we have many 
wenches ahout the town heat too fast. 

Hort, What do you think of these perfumed gallants, 
then? 

Flam. Their satin cannot save them : I am confident 
They have a certain spice of the disease ; 
For they that sleep with dogs shall rise with fleas. 

Zanche, Believe it, a little piednting and gay clothes make 
you love me. 

Flam. Bbw, love a lady for painting or gay apparel? I'll 
imkennel one example more for thee, .^op had a foolish 
dog that let go the flesh to catch the shadow ; I would have 
courtiers he hetter divers. 

Zanche, You rememher your oaths ? 

Flam, Lovers' oaths are like mariners' prayers, uttered 
in extremity ; but when the tempest is o'er, and that the 
vessel leaves tumbling, they fall from protesting to drink- 
ing. And yet, amongst gentlemen, protesting and drinking 
go together, and agree as well as shoemakers and West- 
phalia bacon : they are both drawers on ; for drink draws 
on protestation, and protestation draws on more drink. Is 
not this discourse better now than the morality of your sun- 
burnt gentleman ? 
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Enter Coenblia. 

Cor. Is this your perch, you haggard ? fly to th' stews. 

Flam. You should he clapt hy th' heels now : strike i'th' 
court! [Exit Cornelia.^ 

Zanche. She's good for nothing, hut to make her maids 
Catch cold a-nights : they dare not use a hed-staff. 
For fear of her light fingers. 

Mar. You're a strumpet, 
An impudent one. 

Flam. Why do you kick her, say ? 
Do you think that she's like a walnut tree ? 
Must she he cudgell'd ere she hear good fruit ? 

Mar. She hrags that you shall marry her. 

Flam. What then? 

Mar. I had rather she were pitch'd upon a stake, 
In some new-seeded garden, to aflright 
Her fellow crows thence. 

Flam. You're a hoy, a fool 
Be guardian to your hound ; I am of age. 

Mar. If I take her near you, I'll cut her throat. 

Flam. With a fan of feathers ? 

Mar. And, for you, I'll whip 
This folly from you. 

Flam. Are you choleric ? 
I'll purge't with rhubarh. 

Hort. O, your brother ! 

Flam. Hang him, 

* The exit of Cornelia is not noted in the 4tos. ; but it is evi- 
dent from what she says afterwards that she is not on the stage 
during the deadly qaarrel of her sons. — Dycb. 
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He wrongs me most, that ought t'offend me least : 
I do suspect my mother pla/d foul play, 
"When she conceiv'd thee. 

Mar, Now, by all my hopes, 
Like the two slaughtered sons of Oedipus, 
The very flames of our affection 

Shall turn two ways. Those words I'll make thee answer 
With thy heart-blood. 

Flam, Do, like the geese in the progress ; 
You know where you shall find me. 

Mar, Very good. [Exit Fhmineo, 

And thou be'st a noble fiiend, bear him my sword, 
And bid him fit the length on't. 

Young Lord, Sir, I shall. \Eoceunt all hul Zanche, 

Zanche, He comes. Hence petty thought of my dis- 
grace! 

Enter Prancisco. 
I ne'er lov'd my complexion till now, 
'Cause I may boldly say, without a blush, 
I love you. 

Fran, Your love is untimely sown ; there's a spring at 
Michaelmas, but 'tis but a faint one : I am sunk in years, 
and I have vowed never to marry. 

Zanche, Alas ! poor maids get more lovers than hus- 
bands : yet you may mistake my wealth. For, as when am- 
bassadors are sent to congratulate princes, there's conmionly 
sent along with them a rich present, so that, though the 
prince like not the ambassador's person, nor words, yet he 
likes well of the presentment ; so I may come to you in the 
same manner, and be better loved for my dowry than my 
virtue. 
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Fran, I'll think on the motion. 

Zanehe, Do ; I'll now detain you no longer. At your 
better leisure, I'll tell you things shall startle your blood : 
Nor blame me that this passion I reveal ; 
Lovers die inward that their flames conceal. 

Fran. Of all intelligence this may prove the best : 
Sure I shall draw strange fowl from this foul nest. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Mabcbllo and Cobnelia. 

Cor. I hear a whispering all about the court, 
You are to fight : who is your opposite ? 
What is the quarrel ? 

Mar. 'Tis an idle rumour. 

Cor. Will you dissemble ? sure you do not well 
To fright me thus : you never look thus pale. 
But when you are most angry. I do charge you, 
Upon my blessing — ^nay, I'll call the duke, 
And he shall school you. 

Mar. Publish not a fear. 
Which would convert to laughter : 'tis not so. 
Was not this crucifix my fSather's ? 

Cor. Yes. 

Mar. I have heard you say, giving my brother suck, 
He took the .crucifix between his hands, 

Enter Flamineo, 

And broke a limb off. 

Cor. Yes ; but 'tis mended. 
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Flam. I have brought your weapon back. 

[_Flamineo runs MarceUo through. 
Cor. Ha ! O my horror ! 
Mar. You have brought it home, indeed. 
Cor. Help ! O he's murder'd ! 
Flam. Do you turn your gall up ? I'll to sanctuary. 
And send a surgeon to you. \_Exit. 

Enter Lodovico, Hobtbnbio and Gaspabo. 

Hort. How! oW ground! 

Mar. O mother, now remember what I told 
Of breaking of the crucifix ! Farewell. 
There are some sins, which heaven doth didy punish 
In a whole family. This it is to rise 
By all dishonest means ! Let all men know, 
That tree shall long time keep a steady foot. 
Whose branches spread no wilder than the root. \_Die8. 

Cor. O my perpetual sorrow ! 

Hort. Virtuous Marcello ! 
He's dead. Pray leave him, lady : come, you shall. 

Cor. Alas! he is not dead; he's in a trance. Why 
here's nobody shall get anything by his death. Let me 
call him again, for God's sake ! 

Lod, I would you were deceived. 

Cor. O, you abuse me, you abuse me, you abuse me ! 
how many have gone away thus, for lack of 'tendance ! 
rear up's head, rear up's head ! his bleeding inward will 
kill him. 

Hort. You see he is departed. 

Cor. Let me come to him ; give me him as he is ; if 
he be tum'd to earth, let me but give him one hearty kiss, 
and you shall put us both into one coffin. Fetch a looking- 
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glafls : see if liis breath will not stain it ; or pull out some 
feathers from mjr pillow, i^nd lay them to his lips. Will 
you lose him for a little pains-taking ? 

Hort» Your kindest office is to pray for him. 

Cor, Alas ! I would not pray for him yet. He may 
live to lay me i'th' ground, and pray for me, if you'll let 
me come to him. 

Enter Bbachiano all armed, save the heaver, with 
Plamineo and others, 

Brac^, Was this your handy- work ? 

Flam. It was my misfortune. 

Cor. He lies, he lies ! he did not kill him : these have 
kiUed him, that would not let him be better looked to. 

Brach. Have comfort, my griev'd mother. 

Cor. O you screech-owl ! 

Hort. Forbear, good madam. 

Cor. Let me go, let me go. 

l^She runs to Flamineo with her hnife drawn, 
and coming to him lets it fall. 
The GK)d of heaven forgive thee ! Dost not wonder 
I pray for thee ? I'll tell thee what's the reason : 
I have scarce breath to number twenty minutes ; 
I'd not spend that in cursing. Fare thee well : 
Half of thyself lies there ; and may'st thou live 
To £01 an hour-glass with his moulder'd ashes, 
To tell how thou should'st spend the time to come 
In blest repentance ! 

Brach. Mother, pray tell me 
How came he by his death ? what was the quarrel ? 

Cor. Indeed, my younger boy presuni'd too much 
Upon his manhood, gave him bitter words^ 
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Drew his sword first ; and so, I know not how. 
For I was out of mj wits, he fell with's head 
Just in my bosom. 

Page. This is not true, madam. 

Cor, I pray thee, peace. 
One arrow's graz'd already ; it were vain 
T'lose this, for that will ne'er be found again. 

Brack. Go, bear the body to Cornelia's lodging : 
And we command that none acquaint our duchess 
With this sad accident. For you, Flamineo, 
Hark you, I will not grant your pardon. 

Flam. No? 

Brack. Only a lease of your life ; and that shall last 
But for one day : thou shalt be forc'd each eyening 
To renew it, or be hang'd. 

Flam. At your pleasure. 
[Lodovico sprinkles Brackiam's heaver with a poison. 

Enter Francisco.* 

Your will is law now, I'll not meddle with it. 

Brack, You once did brave me in your sister's lodging : 
I'll now keep you in awe for't. "Where's our beaver? 
Fran. He calls for his destruction. Noble youth, 
I pity thy sad fate ! Now to the barriers. 
This shall his passage to the black lake further ; 
The last good deed he did, he pardon'd murder. 

[Exeunt. 
{Ckarges and shouts. Tkeyfigkt at harriers;^ 
first single pairs, then three to three. 

> The entrance is not noted in the old editions, but it is obvious. 

^ Barriers. '' Barriers, from the French Barres, a martiid sport 
or exercise of men armed, and fighting together with short swords 
within certain Barres or lists."— Cowsl's Interpreter. 
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ACT V.>— Scene I. 
Enter Bbachiano arid Flamtneo, wWh others, 

Brachiano, 
N armourer ! ud's deaths an armourer ! 




Flam, Armourer ! where's the armourer ? 

Brack, Tear off my beaver. 
Flam, Are you hurt, my lord ? 
BracJi, O, my brain's on fire ! 

Enter Abmoubeb. 

The hehnet is poison'd. 

Armourer, My lord, upon my soul — 

Brack. Away with him to torture. 
There are some great ones that have hand in this, 
And near about me. 

Enter Vittoria Corombona.* 

Vit, O, my lov'd lord ! poison'd I 
Flam, Eemove the bar. Here's unfortunate revels ! 
Call the physicians. 

Enter two Physicians. 

A plague upon you ! 

We have too much of your cunning here already : 
I fear the ambassadors are likewise poison'd. 
Brack, O, I am gone already ! the infection 

* Supplied from the 4to. of 1665. 

' Her entrance is only marked in the old editions by the initial 
preceding what she says. 
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Flies to the brain and heart. O thou strong heart ! 
There's such a covenant 'tween the world and it^ 
They're loath to break. 

Qiov. O mjr most loved father I 

Brack* Remove the boy away. 
"Where's this good woman ? Had I infinite worlds, 
They were too little for thee : must I leave thee ? 
What say you, screech-owls, is the venom mortal ? 

Phys. Most deadly. 

Brack,' Most corrupted politic hangman, 
You kill without book ; but your art to save 
Fails you as oft as great men's needy friends. 
I that have given life to offending slaves. 
And wretched murderers, have I not power 
To lengthen mine own a twelve-month ? 
Do not kiss me, for I shall poison thee. 
This unction is sent from the great duke of Florence. 

Fran, Sir, be of comfort. 

Brack. O thou soft natural death, that art joint-twin 
To sweetest slumber ! no rough-bearded comet 
Stares on thy mild departure ; the dull owl 
Beats not against thy casement ; the hoarse wolf 
Scents not thy carrion : pity winds thy corse, 
Whilst horror waits on princes'. 

Vit. I am lost for ever. 

Brack, How miserable a thing it is to die 

Enter Lodovico and Gaspabo, as Capwjiins,^ 

'Mongst women howling ! what are those ? 

^ Their entrance is not marked In the quartos, but it is obvious 
from the context. 
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Flam. Franciscans: 
They have brought the extreme unction. 

Brack, On pain of death, let no man name death to me : 
It is a word infinitely terrible. 
Withdraw into our cabinet. 

[Exeunt all hut Francisco and Flamineo* 

Flam, To see what solitariness is about dying princes ! 
as heretofore they have unpeopled towns, divorced friends, 
and made great houses unhospitable, so now, O justice ! 
where are their flatterers now ? flatterers are but the sha- 
dows of princes' bodies ; the least thick doud makes them 
invisible. 

Fhm, There's great moan made for him. 

Flam, 'Faith, for some few hours salt-waterwill run most 
plentifully in every office o'th' court ; but, believe it, most 
of them do but weep over their stepmothers' graves. 

Fran, How mean you? 

Flam, "Why, they dissemble ; as some men do that live 
within compass o'th' verge.^ 

Fran, Come, you have thrived well under him. 

Flam, 'Faith, hke a wolf in a woman's breast f 1 have 
been fed with poultry : but for money, understand me, I had 
as good a will to cozen him as e'er an officer of them all ; 
but I had not cunning enough to do it. 

Fran, What didst thou think of him? 'faith, speak freely. 

Flam, He was a kind of statesman, that would sooner 
have reckoned how many cannon-bullets he had discharged 
against a town, to count his expense that way, than how 

' i. e. of the Jurisdiction of the Court. 

* The cravings of women during pregnancy were anciently 
accounted for by supposing some voracious animal to be within 
diem. — Stbevbns. 

VOL. n. I 
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many of his valiant and deserving sokjects h^ lost be- 
fore it. 
Fran, O, speak well of tilie doke ! 
Flam, I have done. 

EhiUt Lodoyigo. 

Wilt hear some of my eomrt-wisdom ? To reprehend princes 
is dangerous ; and to over-commend some of them is pal- 
pable lying. 

Fran. How is it vnth the dnke? 

Lod, Most deadly ill. 
He's fall'n into a strange distraction : 
He talks of battles and monopolies. 
Levying of taxes ; and from that descends 
To the most brain-sick language. His mind fastena 
On twenty several objects, which confound 
Deep sense with folly. Such a fearful end 
May teach some men that bear too lo% crest, 
Though they live happiest yet they die not best. 
He hath conferr'd the whole state of the dukedom 
Upon your sister, till the prince arrive 
At mature age. 

Fhm, There's some good luck in that yet. 

Fran, See, here he comes. 

Enier ^nA.CEiA:so, presented in a bed, Yittobia, 
aTid others. 

There's death in's face akeady. 
Tit, O my good lord I 
Braeh, Away, you have abus'd me : 

[These speeches are several kinds of distractions, 
and in the action should appear so. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



sc. I.] VITTOJtIA COROMBONA. 115 

You have ccmyey'd coin forth our temtorieflr, 
Bought and sold offices, oppress'd the poor, 
And I ne'er dreamt on't. Make up your aocounte, 
I'll now be mine own steward. 

Flam. Sir, have patience. 

Brach, Indeed, I am to blame : 
For did you. ever hear the duskj raven 
Chide blackness ? or was't ever known the devil 
Eail'd against cloven creatures ? 

VU, O my lord! 

Brach, Let me have some quails to cupper. 

Flam. Sir, you shall. 

BracJi. No, some Med dog-fish ; your quails feed on poi- 
son. 
That old dog-fox, that politician, Florence ! 
I'll forswear hunting, and turn dog-killer. 
Bare ! I'll be friends with him ; for, mark you, sir, one dog 
Still sets another abarking. Peace, peace I 
Yonder's a fine slave come in now. 

Flam. Wbere? 

Brack. Why, there,. 
In a blue bonnet, and a pair of breeches 
With a great cod-piece : ha, ha, ha ! 
Look you, his cod-piece is stuck full of pins, 
With pearls o'th' head of them. Do not you know him ? 

Flam. No, my lord. 

Brach. Why 'tis the devil. 
I know him by a great rose he wears on's shoe, 
To hide his cloven foot. I'U dispute with him ; 
He's a rare Knguist. 

Tit. My lord, here's nothing. 
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Brack. Nothing I rare ! nothing ! when I want money, 
Our treasury is empty, there is nothing : 
m not be us'd thus. 

Vit. O, lie still, my lord ! 

Brach, See, see Flamineo, that kill'd his brother. 
Is dancing on the ropes there, and he carries 
A money-bag in each hand, to keep him even. 
For fear of breaking's neck : and there's a lawyer. 
In a gown whipt with yelvet, stares and gapes 
When the money will fall. How the rogue cuts capers ! 
It should have been in a halter. 'Tis there ; what's she ? 

Flam, Vittoria, my lord. 

Brack, Ha, ha, ha! her hair is sprinkl'd with arras 
powder,! 
That makes her look as if she had sinn'd in the pastry. 
What's he? 

Flam, A divine, my lord. 

[^Brackiano seems kere near his end ; LocUmco and 
Gasparo, in tke kahit of CajyucMns, present kirn 
in kis bed with a crucifix and kallowed candle. 

Brack, He will be drunk ; avoid him : th' argument 
Is fearful, when churchmen stagger in't. 
Look you, six grey rats that have lost their tails 
Crawl up the pillow ; send for a rat-catcher : 
I'll do a miracle, I'll free the court 
From all foul vermin. Where's Flamineo ? 

Flam, I do not like that he names me so often. 
Especially on's death-bed ; 'tis a sign 

> Arras powder. There may have been a hair-powder so called 
from Arras in France, but I do not remember to have found it 
mentioned by any writer. Qy. ought we to read ** orruf* — 
Dtcb. 
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I shall not live long. See, he's near his end. 

Lod. Pray, give us leave. Attende, domine Brackiane, 

Flam. See, see how firmly he doth fix his eye 
Upon the crucifix. 

Vit. O hold it constant ! 
It settles his wild spirits ; and so his eyes 
Melt into tears. 

Lod. Domine Brachiane, solehas in hello tutus esse tuo 
dypeo ; nimc hune clypeum hosti tvo opponas infemali, 

[By the crucifix. 

Gas, Olim Tiastd vdluisti in hello; nunc Tiane sacram 
hastam vibrahis contra hostem animarum, 

[By the haUowed taper, 

Lod, Attende, domine Brachiane, si nunc quoqueprohas 
ea, qucB acta sunt inter nos,fiecte caput in deoetrwm. 

Gas, Esto securus, domine Brachiane ; cogita, quantum 
haheas meritorum; denique memineris meam animampro 
tud cppignoratam si quid esset periculi, 

Lod, Si nunc quoqueprohas ea, quoe acta sunt inter nos, 
flecte caput in Icevum, 
He is departing : pray stand all apart, 
And let us only whisper in his ears 
Some private meditations, which our order 
Permits you not to hear. 

[Here, the rest heing departed, Lodovico and 
Gasparo discover themselves. 

Gas. Brachiane. 

Lod. Devil Brachiano, thou art damn'd. 

Gas, Perpetually. 

I^. A slave condemn'd, and given up to the gallows, 
Is thy great lord and master. 
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Gas, True ; for ikon 
Art given up to the deviL 

Lod. O, you slave ! 
You that were held the famous poHtician, 
"Whose art was poison. 

Gas. And whose conscience, murder^ 

Lod, That would have broke jour wife's aeck down the 
Btairs, 
Ere eke was poison'd. 

Gas, That had your villanous sallets. 

liod. And fine embroider'd bottles, and perfumes. 
Equally mortal with a winter plague. 

€^. Now there's mercury — 

Lod, And copperas — 

Gas. And quicksilver — 

Lod. With other devilish 'pothecary stuff, 
A melting in your politic brains: dost hear? 

Gas. This is count Lodovieo. 

Lod. This, G-asparo ; 
And thou shalt die like a poor rogue. 

Gas. And stink 
Like a dead fly-blown dog. 

Lod. And be forgotten 
Before thy funeral sermon. 

Bradi. Vittorial Vittoria! 

Lod. 0, the cursed devil 
Comes to himself again ! we are undone. 

Gas. Strangle him in pivvate. 

Enter Yittobia and the Attendants, 
What ! will you call him ag»ii 
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To liye in treble torments ? for charity, 
For christian charity, avoid the chamber. 

[Vittoria and the rest retire. 

Lod, You would prate, sir? This is a tnie-loTe-knot 
Sent from the duke of Florence. 

IBrackiano is strangled. 

Gas, "What, is it done ? 

Ijod, The snuff is out. No woman-keeper iW world. 
Though she had practised seven year at the pest-house,^ 
Could have done't quaintlier. My lords, he's dead. 

ViTTORiA and the others come forward, 

Omnes, Best to his soul I 

Tit. O me ! this place is hell. [^Exit, 

Fran. How heavily she takes it ! 

Flam, O, yes, yes; 
Had women navigable rivers in thar eyes, 
They would dispend them all. Surely, I wcmder 
Why we should wish more rivers to the dty. 
When they sell water so good cheap. I'll teQ thee. 
These are but moonish shades of griefs or fears ; 
There's nothing sooner dry than women's teant. 
Why, here's an end of all my harvest ; he has given me 

nothing. 
Court promises ! let wise men count them curs'd 
For while you live, he that scores best, pays wrarst. 

Fran, Sure this was Florence' doing. 

Flam, Very likely : 
Those are found weighty strokes which come from th' hand, 

^ In allusion to the stranglings done, to save themselves trouble, 
by nurses on plague patients. 
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But those are killing strokes which come from th' head. 
0, the rare tricks of a Machiavelian ! 
He doth not come, like a gross plodding slave. 
And huffet jou to death; no, my quaint knave. 
He tickles jou to death, makes you die laughing, 
As if you had swallow'd down a pound of saffron. 
You see the feat, 'tis practis'd in a trice ; 
To teach court honesty, it jumps on ice. 

Fran. Now have the people liherty to talk. 
And descant on his vices. 

Flam, Misery of princes, 
That must of force he censur'd hy their slaves I 
Not only hlam'd for doing things are ill, 
But for not doing all that all men will : 
One were hotter he a thresher. 
Ud'sdeath ! I would Dsdn speak with this duke yet. 

Fran, Now he's dea^ ? 

Flam, I cannot conjure ; hut if prayers or oaths 
Will get to th' speech of him, though forty devils 
Wait on him in his livery of flames, 
I'll speak to him, and shake him hy the hand, 
Though I he Wasted. [Exit, 

Fran, Excellent Lodovico I 
What ! did you terrify him at the last gasp ? 

Lod, Yes, and so idly, that the duke had like 
T'have terrified us. 

Fran. How? 

Enter the Moob. 

Lod. You shall hear that hereafter. 
See, yen's the infernal^ that would make up sport 
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Now to the revelation of that secret 

She promis'd when she fell in love with you. 

Fran, You're passionately met in this sad world. 

Zanche. I would have you look up, sir ; these court- 
tears 

Claim not your trihute to them: let those weep, 
That guiltily partake in the sad cause. 
I knew last night, hy a sad dream I had, 
Some mischief would ensue ; yet, to say truth, 
My dream most concerned you. 

Lod. Shall's fall a dreaming? 

Fran, Yes, and for fashion sake Fll dream with her. 

Zanche, Methought, sir, you came stealing to my bed. 

Fran. Wilt thou believe me, sweeting ? by this light, 
I was a-dreamt on thee too ; for methought 
I saw thee naked. 

Zanche. Fie, sir I as I told you, 
Methought you lay down by me. 

Fran, So dreamt I ; 
And lest thou should'st take cold, I cover'd thee 
With this Irish mantle. 

Zanche, Verily I did dream 
You were somewhat bold with me : but to come to't. 

Lod, How ! how ! I hope you will not go to't here. 

Fran, Nay, you must hear my dream out. 

Zanche. Well, sir, forth. 

Fran. When I threw the mantle o'er thee, thou didst 
laugh 
Exceedingly, methought. 

Zanche, Laugh! 

Fran^ And cried'st out, the hair did tickle thee. 
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Zanche. There was a dream indeed ! 

Lod. Mark her, I prithee, she simpers like the ands 
A collier hath been wash'd in. 

^ncJis. Come, sir ; good fortune t»ids you. I <tid tell 
you 
I would reveal a secret : Isabella, 
The duke of Horenoe' sister, was impoison'd 
By a fum'd picture ; and Camillo's neck 
Was broke by damn'd Elamineo, the mischaace 
Laid on a vaulting-horse. 

Fran, Most strange ! 

Zanche, Most true. 

Lod, The bed of snakes is broke. 

Zamhe. I sadly do confess, I had a hand 
In the black deed. 

Fran, Thou kept'st their counsel. 

Zanche, Eight; 
For which, urg'd with contrition, I intend 
This night to rob Vittoria. 

Lod, Excellent penitence ! 
Usurers dream on't while they sleep out sermons. 

Zanche, To further our escape, I have entreated , 
Leave to retire me, till the funeral, 
Unto a Mend i'th' country : that excuse 
Will further our escape. In cwn and jewels 
I shall at least make good unto your use 
An hundred thousand crowns. 

Fran, O, noble wench ! 

Lod, Those crowns we'll share. 

Zanche, It is a dowry, 
Methinks, should make that sun-burnt proverb false, 
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And wash the ^thiop white. 

Fran, It shall ; away. 

Zafu^, Be ready for our flight. 

Fran. An hour 'fore day. \Exvt Zam/du. 

O, strange discovery ! why, t31 now we knew net 
The ciroomstance of either of their deaths. 

Bt-wUr Zanchb. 

Zan^, You'n wait ahout midnight in the chapel? 

Fran, There. {Exit Zanckt, 

Lod, Why, now our action's justified. 

Fran, Tush, for justice ! 
What harms it justice ? we now, like the partridge, 
Purge the disease with laurel ;* for the fame 
Shall erown the enterprixe, and quit^ the ehame. \ExewniL 

Enter Flakineo and Gaspabo, at one door; ano&er 
way, Giovanni, attended, 

Oas, The young duke: did you e'er see a sweeter prince? 

Flam, I have known a poor woman's bastard better 
favoured : this is behind him ; now, to his face, all com- 
parisons were hateful. Wise was the courtly peacock, ihat, 
being a great minion, and being compared for beauty by 
some dottrels that stood by to the kingly eagle, said the 
eagle was a far fairer bird than herself, not in respect of 
her feathers, but in respect of her long tallants:^ his will 
grow otft in time. — ^My gracious lord. 

* So Fliny : " Falumbes, graccnliy meralae, jDerdicet lamrifoSo 
annuumftutitUumpurgant,"—Nat, Hist, lib. viii. c. 27. — Bebd. 

' Acquit. 

* An old form of taUmt, 
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Oio. I pray leave me, sir. 

Flam. Your grace must be merry : 'tis I have cause to 
mourn ; for wot you, what said the little boy that rode behind 
his father on horseback ? 

Oio. Why, what said he ? 

Flam. When you are dead, father, said he, I hope then 
I shall ride in the saddle. O, 'tis a brave thing for a man 
to sit by himself! he may stretch himself in the stirrups, 
look about, and see the whole compass of the hemisphere. 
You're now, my lord, i' th' saddle. 

Oio. Study your prayers, sir, and be penitent : 
'Twere fit you'd think on what hath former been ; 
I have heard grief nam'd the eldest child of sin. ^Exit. 

Flam. Study my prayers ! he threatens me divinely ! I 
am falling to pieces already. I care not, though, like 
Anacharsis, I were pounded to death in a mortar: and yet 
that death were fitter for usurers, gold and themselves to be 
beaten together, to make a most cordial cullis* for the devil. 
He hath his uncle's villanous look already, 

Enter Coubtieb. 

In decimo sexto.* — ^Now, sir, what are you ? 

Cour. It is the pleasure, sir, of the young duke, 
That you forbear the presence, and all rooms 
That owe him reverence. 

Flam. So the wolf and the raven are very pretty fools 
when they are young. Is it your oflice, sir, to keep me 
out? 

Cour. So the duke wills. 

' CuBU.— The French coulh, a strong rich soup or jelly. 
^ i. e. though but in his sixteenth year. 
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Flam. Verily, master courtier^ extremity is not to be 
used in all ofEces: say, that a gentlewoman were taken 
out of her bed about midnight, and committed to Castle 
Angelo, to the tower yonder, with nothing about her but 
her smock, would it not shew a cruel part in the gentleman^ 
porter to lay claim to her upper garment, pull it o'er her 
head and ears, and put her in naked ? 

Cour. Very good: you are merry. [Exit, 

Flam. Doth he make a court-ejectment of me? a flam- 
ing fire-brand casts more smoke without a chimney than 
within't. I'll smoor^ some of them. 

Enter Fbancisco de Medicis. 

How now ? thou art sad. 

Fran, I met even now with the most piteous sight. 

Flam, Thou meet'st another here, a pitiful 
Degraded courtier. 

Fran, Your reverend mother 
Is grown a very old woman in two hours. 
I found them winding of Marcello's corse ; 
And there is such a solemn melody, 
'Tween doleful songs, tears, and sad elegies ; 
Such as old grandames, watching by the dead, 
Were wont t'outwear the nights with, that, believe me, 
I had no eyes to guide me forth the room. 
They were so o'ercharg'd with water. 

Flam. I will see them. 

Fran. 'Twere much uncharity in you ; for your sight 
Will add unto their tears. 

Flam. I will see them : 

* i9moor— the Anglo-Saxon morcMy to smother. 
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They are behind the traverse ;* I'UdiMQver 
Their superstitioiis howling. 

CoBNEUAy the MooBy and three other ladies discovered 
winding Mabcello's corse, A S(mg. 

Cor. Thia rosemary is witherM ; pray, get fresk 
I would have these herbs grow up in his grave, 
When I am dead and rotten. Beach the bays, 
I'll tie a garland here about his head ; 
'Twill keep my boy from lightning. This sheet 
I have kept this twenty year, and every day 
Hallow'd it with my prayers ; I did not think 
He should have wore it. 

Zanche, Look you, who are yonder? 

Cor, O, reach me the flowers ! 

Zanche. Her ladyship's foolish. 

Woman. Alas, her grief 
Hath turn'd her child again ! 

Cor. You're very welcome : 
There's rosemary for you, and rue for y^u, [To Phanineo^^ 
Heart's-ease for you ; I pray make much <rf it, 
I have left more for myself. 

Fran. Lady, who's this? 

Coir. You are, I take it, the gravennaker. 

Flam. So. 

Zanche. 'Tis Flamineo. 

Cor. Will you make me such a fool? here's, a white 
hand : 

* The traverse. " Beside the principal cnrtains that hung in 
the front of the stage, they used others as substitutes for scenes, 
which were denominated traverses.^^ — Malone's Hut. Ace. of the 
English Stage, p. 88, ed. Boswell : quoted by Dyce. 
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Can blood so aoon be waah'd ovt ? let me see ; 
When screech-owls croak upon the ehinmej-topB, 
And the strange cricket i'th' oven sings and hops, 
When yellow spots do on your hands appear, 
Be certain then you of a corse shall hear. 
Out upon't, how 'tis speckled ! h'as haoifled a toad sve. 
Cowslip water is good for the memory : 
Pray, buy me three ounces oft. 

Flam, I would I were from hence. 

Cor. Do you hear, sir ? 
I'll give you a saying which my grandmother 
Was wont, when she heard the beM toU, to ang oW 
Unto her lute. 

Flam, Do, and you wiB, da 

Cor, Call for the rohin-red-hreast, and ike wrtny 

[Cornelia doth this in several forms of distraction. 
Since o*er shady groves they hover, 
And with leaves and flowers do cover 
The friendless bodies of vmJburied men. 
Call unto hisfmeral dole 
The ant, the field-mome, and the mole. 
To rear him hillocks that shall Tceep him watrm. 
And (when gay tombs are robb'd) sustain no he^rm ; 
But keep the wolf far thence, thafsfoe to men, 
For with his nails he'll dig them up again. 
They would not bury him 'cause he died in a quarrel ; 
But I have an answer for them : 
Let holy church receive him duly, 
Since he paid the church-tithes truly. 
His wealth is summ'd, and this is all his store, 
This poor men get^ and great men get no more. 
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Now the wares are gone, we may shut up shop. 
Bless jou all, good people. 

[Exeunt Cornelia and Ladies, 
Flam. I have a strange thing in me, to th' which 

I I cannot give a name, without it be 

\ Compassion. I pray leave me. {Exit Francisco. 

TThis night I'll know the utmost of my fate ; 
I'll be resolv'd what my rich sister means 
T'asfflgn me for my service. I have liv'd 
Biotously ill, like some that live in court, 
And sometimes when my face was fidl of smiles, 
Have felt the maze of conscience in my breast. 
Oft gay and honour'd robes those tortures try : 
** We think cag'd birds sing, when indeed they cry."* 
Ha ! I can stand thee: nearer, nearer yet. 

Enter Bbachiano's Ohost, in his leather cassock and breeches, 
hoots; a cowl; a pot of lily-flowers, with a skull inH. 

What a mockery hath death made thee ! thou look'st sad. 

In what place art thou? in yon starry gallery? 

Or in the cursed dungeon ? — ^no ? not speak ? 

Pray, sir, resolve me, what religion's best 

For a man to die in ? or is it in your knowledge 

To answer me how long I have to live? 

That's the most necessary question. 

Not answer ? are you still, like some great men 

That only walk like shadows up and down, 

And to no purpose ; say — 

[The Ohost throws earth wgon him, and shews him 
the skull. 

* This line is probably a quotatioD, and is so marked in the 
original copy. — Collieb. 
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What's that? O fatal ! he throws earth upon me. 
A dead man's skull heneath the roots of flowers ! 
I pray speak, sir : our Italian church-men 
Make us believe dead men hold conference 
With their familiars, and many times 
Will come to bed to them, and eat with them. 

[Eixnt Ghogt, 
He's gone ; and see, the skull and earth are vanish'd. 
This is beyond melancholy. I do dare my fate 
To do its worst. Now to my sister's lodging, 
And sum up all these horrors : ike disgrace 
The prince threw on me ; next the piteous sight 
Of my dead brother ; and my mother's dotage ; 
And last this terrible vision : all these 
Shall with Vittoria's bounty turn to good, 
Or I will drown this weapon in her blood. \_Eant. 

ErUer Fbancisco, Lodovico, and Hobtensio. 

Lod. My lord, upon my soul you shall no further ; 
You have most ridiculously engag'd yourself 
Too far already. For my part, I have paid 
All my debts : so, if I should chance to fall. 
My creditors fall not with me ; and I vow, 
To quit all in this bold assembly, 
To the meanest follower. My lord, leave the city, 
Or I'll forswear the murder. {^Eadt 

Fran, Farewell, Lodovico : 
If thou dost perish in this glorious act, 
111 rear unto thy memory that fame, 
Shall in the ashes keep alive thy name. {^Exit 

Mor. There's some black deed on foot. 111 presently 

VOL. n. K 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



130 THE WHITE DEVIL; OB, [act v. 

Down to the citadel, and raise some force. 

These strong court-factions, that do hrook no checks, 

In the career ofb break the riders' necks, [ExU, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Vittohia with a hooh in her hand, Zanchb ; Fla- 
MJNEO folloiving them. 

Flam. What? are you at jour prayers? give o'er. 

Tit, How, ruffian ! 

Flam, 1 come to you 'bout worldly business. 
Sit down, sit down : nay, stay, blouze, you may hear it : 
The doors are fast enough. 

Vit. Ha ! are you drunk ? 

Flam. Yes, yes, with wormwood water ; you shall taste 
Some of it presently. 

Vit. What intends the fury ? 

Flam. You are my lord's executrix ; and I daim 
Eeward for my long service. 

Vit, For your service ! 

Flam. Come, therefore, here is pen and ink, set down 
What you will give me. 

Vit. There. [She writes. 

Flam. Hal have you done already? 
*Tis a most short conveyance. 

Vit. I will read it : 
I give that portion to thee, and no other, 
Which Cain groaned under, having slain his brother. 

Flam. A most courtly patent to beg by. 

Vit. You are a villain ! 

Flam. Is't come to this ? they say affiights cure agues ; 
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Thou hast a devil in thee ; I will try 

If I can scare him from thee. Nay, sit still : 

My lord hath left me yet two case of jewels. 

Shall make me scorn your bounty ; you shall see them. 

lExiU 

Vit, Sure he's distracted. 

Zanche. O, he's desperate ! 
For your own safety give him gentle language. 

\_IIe re-enters with two case of pistols. 

Flam, Look, these are better far at a dead lift. 
Than all your jewel-house. 

VU, And yet, methinks. 
These stones have no fair lustre, they are ill set. 

Flam, I'll turn the right side towards you : you shall see 
How they will sparkle. 

Vit, Turn this horror from me ! 
What do you want ? what would you have me do ? 
Is not all mine yours ? have I any children ? 

Flam, Fray thee, good woman, do not trouble me 
With this vain worldly business ; say your prayers : 
I made a vow to my deceased lord, 
Neither yourself nor I should outlive him 
The numbering of four hours. 

Vit, Did he enjoin it ? 

Flam, He did, and 'twas a deadly jealousy. 
Lest any should enjoy thee after him. 
That urged him vow me to it. For my deatliy 
I did propound it voluntarily, knowing, 
If he could not be safe in his own court, 
Being a great duke, what hope then for us? 

Vit. This is your melancholy^ and despair. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



132 THE WHITE DEVIL; OB, [act v. 

Flam, Away: 
Fool thou art, to think that politicians 
Do use to kill the effects of injuries 
And let the cause live. Shall we groan in irons. 
Or he a shameful and a weighty hurthen 
To a puhlic scaffold? This is my resolve : 
I would not live at any man's entreaty, 
Nor die at any's hidding. 

Tit Will you hear me ? 

Flam, My life hath done service to other men. 
My death shall serve mine own turn : make you ready. ^ 

Vit. Do you mean to die indeed ? 

Flam, With as much pleasure, 
As e'er my father gat me. 

Vit, Are the doors lock'd ? 

Zanche, Yes, madam. 

Vit, Are you grown an atheist? will you turn your hody 
Which is the goodly palace of the soul. 
To the soul's slaughter-house ? O, the cursed devil. 
Which doth present us with all other sins 
Thrice candied o'er, despair with gall and stihium ; 
Yet we carouse it off; — cry out for help ! — 

[Aside to Zanche, 
Makes us forsake that which was made for man, 
The world, to sink to that was made for devils, 
Eternal darkness ! 

Zanche, Help, help ! 

Flam, I'll stop your throat 
With winter plums. 

Vit. I prithee yet rememher, 
Millions axe now in graves, which at last day 
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Like mandrakes shall rise shrieking. 

Flam, Leave your prating, 
For these are but grammatical laments. 
Feminine arguments : and they move me, 
As some in pulpits move their auditory, 
More with their exclamation, than sense 
Of reason, or sound doctrine. 

Zanche. Gentle madam. 
Seem to consent, only persuade him teach 
The way to death ; let him die first. 

Vit, *Tis good, I apprehend it. — 
To kill one's self is meat that we must take 
Like pills, not chew'd, but quickly swallow it ; 
The smart o'th' wound, or weakness of the hand, 
May else bring treble torments. 

Flam. I have held it 
A wretched and most miserable life, 
Which is not able to die. 

ViU O, but frailty! 
Yet I am now resolv'd ; farewell, affliction ! 
Behold, Brachiano, I that while you liv'd 
Did make a flaming altar of my heart 
To sacrifice unto you, now am ready 
To sacrifice heart and all. Farewell, Zanche ! 

Zanche. How, madam I do you think that I'll outlive 
you ; 
Especially when my best self, Flamineo, 
Goes the same voyage ? 

Flam. O, most loved Moor ! 

Zanche. Only, by all my love, let me entreat you. 
Since it is most necessary one of ua 
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Do yiolence on ourselves, let you or I 
Be her sad taster, teach her how to die. 

Flam, Thou dost instruct me nobly ; take these pistols, 
Because my hand is stain'd with blood already : 
Two of these you shall level at my breast, 
The other 'gainst your own, and so we'll die 
Most equally contented : but first swear 
Not to outlive me. 

Vit* and Zanche, Most religiously. 

Flam, Then here's an end of me ; farewell, daylight. 
And, O contemptible physic ! that dost take 
So long a study, only to preserve 
So short a life, I take my leave of thee. 

[Shewing {hepistoU, 
These are two cupping-glasses, that shall draw 
All my infected blood out. Are you ready? 

Both. Eeady. 

t lam. Whither shall I go now ? O Lucian, thy ridicu- 
lous purgatory ! to find Alexander the Great cobbling shoes, 
Fompey tagging points, and Julius Caesar making hair- 
buttons ! Hannibal selling blacking, and Augustus crying 
garlic ! Charlemagne selling lists by the dozen, and king 
Pepin crying apples in a cart drawn with one horse ! 
Whether I resolve to fire, earth, water, air, 
Or all the elements by scruples, I know not. 
Nor greatly care — Shoot, shoot, 
Of all deaths, the violent death is best ; 
For from ourselves it steals ourselves so fast. 
The pain, once apprehended, is quite past. 

[They shoots and run to him, and tread upon him, 

Vit, What, are you dropt? 
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Flam, I am mix'd with earth already : as you are noble, 
Perform your vows, and bravely follow me. 

Vit, Whither? to hell? 

Zanche, To most assur'd damnation ? 

ViU O, thou most cursed devil ! 

Zanche, Thou art caught — 

Vit, In thine own engine. I tread the fire out 
That would have been my ruin. 

Flam. Will you be perjured ? what a religious oath was 
Styx, that the gods never durst swear by, and violate ! O 
that we had such an oath to minister, and to be so well kept 
in om* courts of justice ! 

Vit, Think whither thou art going. 

Zanche. And remember 
What villanies thou hast acted. 

Vit. This thy death 
Shall make me, like a blazing ominous star : 
Look up and tremble. 

Flam. O, I am caught with a springe ! 

Vit. You see the fox comes many times short home ; 
'Tis here prov'd true. 

Flam. Kill'd with a couple of braches !^ 

Vit. No fitter offering for the infernal furies. 
Than one in whom they reign'd while he was living. 

Flam. O, the way's dark and horrid ! I cannot see : 
Shall I have no company ? 

Vit. O yes, thy sins 
Do run before thee to fetch fire from hell, 
To light thee thither. 

Flam, O, I smell soot, most stinking soot ! the chim- 
ney's a fire : 

* Bitch-hounds. 
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My liver's parboil'd, like Scotch holly-bread ; 
There's a plumber laying pipes in my guts, it scalds. 
Wilt thou outlive me ! 

Zanche. Yea, and drive a stake 
Through thy body ; for we'll give it out, 
Thou didst this violence upon thyself. 

Flam, O, cunning devils ! now I have tried your love, 
And doubled all your reaches : I am not wounded. 

{^Flamineo riseth. 
The pistols held no bullets ; 'twas a plot 
To prove your kindness to me ; and I live 
To punish your ingratitude. I knew, 
One time or other, you would find a way 
To give me a strong potion. O men, 
That lie upon your death-beds, and are haunted 
With howling wives ! ne'er trust them ; they'll re-marry 
Ere the worm pierce your winding-sheet, ere the spider 
Make a thin curtain for your epitaphs. 
How cunning you were to discharge ! do you practise at the 
artillery-yard? Trust a woman! never, never! Brachiano 
be my precedent. We lay our souls to pawn to the devil 
for a little pleasure, and a woman makes the bill of sale. 
That ever man should marry ! For one Hypermnestra that 
saved her lord and husband, forty-nine of her sisters cut 
their husbands' throats all in one night. There was a shoal 
of virtuous horse-leeches ! Here are two other instruments. 

Enter Lodovico, Gaspabo.^ 
Vit. Help! help! 

* The original entrance marked is, " Enter Lodovico, Gasparo, 
Pedro, and Carlo." There are no such personages as Fedro and 
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Flam, What noise is that ? ha ! false keys i'th'court ! 

Lod. We have brought jou a mask. 

Flam, A matachin^ it seems bj jour drawn swords« 
Church-men* turned revellers ! 

0a9. Isabella ! Isabella 1 

Lod, Do you know us now ?^ 

Flam, Lodovico ! and Gasparo ! 

Lod, Yes ; and that Moor the duke gave pension to 
Was the great duke of Florence. 

Vit, O, we are lost ! 

Flam, You shall not take justice forth from my hands^ 
O, let me kill her ! — I'll cut my safety 
Through your coats of steel. Fate's a spaniel^ 
We cannot beat it from us. What remains now? 
Let all that do ill, take this precedent : 
Man may his fate foreaee, hut not prevent: 
And of all axioms this shall win the prize, 
^Tis better to he fortunate than wise* 

Gas, Bind him to the pillar. 

Carlo in the play ; and we may assume the latter names to hay^ 
been merely those assumed by Lodovico and Gasparo in their dis- 
guise ; and to be set forth here to indicate that they still retain 
uiat disguise. 

* There was a dance called Matachin, thus described by Mr. 
Douce : *^ Such a dance was that well known in France and Italy 
by the name of the dance of fools or Matachiiu, who were habited 
in short jackets, with gilt paper helmets, long streamers tied to 
their shoulders, and bells to their leg^. They carried in their hands 
a iword and buckler, with which they made a clashing noise, and 
performed various quick and sprightly evolutions." — Illtut, of 
Shakespeare, Flamineo, playing upon words, says : '< It is not a 
masque (entertainment) you have brought us, but, as is clear by 
your drawn swords, a Matachin," 

^ Lodovico and Gasparo are still in their Capuchin attire. 

' Lodovico and Gasparo' here throw back their cowls and robes, 
showing themselves in armour. 
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Vit» O, your gentle pity ! 
I have seen a black^bird that would sooner fly 
To a man's bosom, than to stay' the gripe 
Of the fierce sparrow-hawk. 

Gas, Your hope deceives you. 

Tit, If Florence be i'th'court, would he would kill me ! 

Oas, Fool ! princes give rewards with their own hands. 
But death or punishment by the hands of others. 

Lod, Sirrah, you once did strike me ; I'll strike you 
Unto the centre. 

Flam. Thou'lt do it like a hangman, a base hangman. 
Not like a noble fellow, for thou see'st 
I cannot strike again. 

Lod, Dost laugh ? 

Flam. Would'st have me die, as I was born, in whining ? 

Gas. Becommend yourself to heaven. 

Flam. No, I will carry mine own commendations thither. 

Lod. O, could I kill you forty times a day. 
And use't four year together, 'twere too little ! 
Nought grieves but that you are too few to feed 
The famine of our vengeance. What dost think on ? 

Flam. Nothing ; of nothing : leave thy idle questions. 
I am i'th' way to study a long silence : 
To prate were idle. I remember nothing. 
There's nothing of so infinite vexation 
As man's own thoughts. 

Lod. O, thou glorious strumpet ! 
Could I divide thy breath from this pure air 
When't leaves thy body, I would suck it up, 
And breathe't upon some dunghill; 

' 5tey,— await. 
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ViU You my death's-mau I 
Methinks thou dost not look horrid enough, 
Thou hast too good a face to be a hangman : 
If thou be, do thy office in right form ; 
Fall down upon thy knees, and ask forgiveness. 

Lod. O, thou hast been a most prodigious comet ! 
But I'll cut off your train. Kill the Moor first. 

VU. You shall not kiU her first ; behold my breast : 
I will be waited on in death ; my servant 
Shall never go before me. 

Oas, Are you so brave ? 

Vit, Yes, I shall welcome death. 
As princes do some great ambassadors ; 
I'll meet thy weapon half way. 

Lod, Thou dost tremble : 
Methinks, fear should dissolve thee into air. 

Vit, O, thou art deceived, I am too true a woman ! 
Conceit^ can never kill me. I'll tell thee what, 
I will not in my death shed one base tear ; 
Or if look pale, for want of blood, not fear. 

Gas* Thou art my task, black fury. 

Zanche. I have blood 
As red as either of theirs : wilt drink some ? 
'Tis good for the falling-sickness. I am proud ; 
Death cannot alter my complexion, 
For I shall ne'er look pale, 

Lod, Strike, strike, 
With a joint motion. 

Vit, 'Twas a manly blow : 
The next thou giv'st, mitrder some sucking infant; 
1 Eancy, imagination. 
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And then thou wilt be famous* 

Flam. O, what blade is't? 
A Toledo, or an English fox ?* 
I ever thought a cutler should distinguish 
The cause of my death, rather than a doctor. 
Search mj wound deeper ; tent^ it with the sted 
That made it. 

Vii. O, my greatest sin lay in my blood I 
Now my blood pays for't. 

Flam. Th'art a noble sister ! 
I love thee now : if woman do breed man. 
She ought to teach him manhood : fare thee well. . 
Xnow^ many glorious women that are fam'd 
For masculine virtue, have been vicious, • 
Only a happier silence did betide them : 
She hath no faults, who hath the art to hide them. 

Vit. My soul, like to a ship in a black storm, 
Is driven, I know not whither. 

Flam. Then cast anchor. 
Prosperity doth bewitch men, seeming clear ; 
But seas do laugh, shew white, when rocks are near. 
We cease to grieve, cease to be fortune's slaves, 
Nay, cease to die by dying. Art thou gone? 
And thou so near the bottom : false report, 

» A Toledo, or an English Fox? Toledo, the capital city of New 
Castile, was formerly much famed for making of swora-blades. 
Fox; a cant term for a sword. — Reei>. I am informed by Mr. 
C. Jourdain de Gatwick that the term Fox indicates an old 
broadsword, so called from Andrea Ferrara having stamped some 
of his blades with a mark which he intended to represent that 
animal. There is one in the United Service Museum, and one 
I myself have (adds Mr. Gatwick). 

' To tent^to search, as a wound 5 from tent, a roll of lint em- 
ployed in examining or purifying a deep wound. — Naksb. 
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Which says that women vie with the nine Muses^ 
For nine tough durable lives ! I do not look 
Who went before, nor who shall follow me ; 
No, at myself I will begin and end. 
While we look up to heaven, we confound 
Knowledge with knowledge. O, I am in a mist ! 

Vit» O, happy they that never saw the court, 
Nor ever knew great men but by report ! [Dies. 

Flam. I recover like a spent taper, for a flash. 
And instantly go out. 

Let aU that belong to great men remember th' old wives' 
tradition, to be like the lions i'th' Tower on Candlemasday; 
to mourn if the sun shine, for fear of the pitiful remainder 
of winter to come. 

'Tis well yet there's some goodness in my death r 
My life was a black chamel. I have caught 
An everlasting cold ; I have lost my voice 
Most irrecoverably. Farewell, glorious villains. 
This busy trade of life appears most vain. 
Since rest breeds rest, where all seek pain by pain. 
Let no harsh flattering bells resound my knell ; 
Strike, thunder, and strike loud, to my farewell I [Dies. 

MfUer Ambassadobs and Giovanni. 

Eng, Amh, This way, this way ! break ope the doors ! 
this way ! 

Lod, Ha I are we betray'd ? 
Why then let's constantly die aU together ; 
And having finish'd this most noble deed, 
Defy the worst of fate, not fear to bleed. 

Eng. Amb. Keep back the piince : shoot, shoot. 
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Lod. O, I am wounded! 
I fear I shall be ta'en. 

Qio, You bloody villains, 
By what authority have you committed 
This massacre ? 

Lad, By thine. 

Qio, Mine! 

Lod, Yes ; thy uncle, which is a part of thee, enjoin'd 
us to't : 
Thou know'st me, I am sure ; I am Count Lodowick ; 
And thy most noble uncle in disguise 
Was last night in thy court. 

Qio. Ha! 

Lod, Yes, that Moor thy father chose his pensioner. 

Qio, He tum'd murderer ! 
Away with them to prison, and to torture : 
All that have hands in this shall taste our justice, 
Afi I hope heaven. 

Lod. I do glory yet. 
That I can call this act mine own. For my part, 
The rack, the gallows, and the torturing wheel. 
Shall be but sound sleeps to me : here's my rest ; 
I limn'd this night-piece, and it was my best. 

Gio. Kemove the bodies. See, my honoured lord. 
What use you ought make of their punishment. 
Let guilty men remember, their black deeds 
Do lean on crutches made of slender reeds. 
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Instead of an Epilogue^ only this of Martial supplies me : 
ffcecfuerint nobis prasmia, siplacui. 



For the action of the Play, 'twas generally well, and I 
dare affirm, with the joint-testimony of some of their own 
quality (for the true imitation of life, without striving to 
make nature a monster) the best that ever became them : 
whereof as I make a general acknowledgment, so in par- 
ticular I must remember the well-approved industry of my 
friend Master Perkins,^ and confess the worth of his action 
did crown both the beginning and end. 

* MouUr PerJoM — ^Richard Perkins, an actor of considerable 
eminence. 
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HE story of the Duchess of Mdlfi was first 
told, so far as I know, by Matteo Bandello, 
in his Novelle, Part I. Nov. 26. From him 
it was adopted by Belleforest, Nov. 19 ; and 
either from the original or from the French version it was . 
translated into English, as a portion of that capital collec- 
tion of ^^ pleasant histories and excellent novels" entitled 
The Palace of PUasure, which William Painter, then or 
lately Master of Seven Oaks School, in Kent, occupied se- 
veral years subsequent to 1562 in translating ^* out of divers 
good and commendable authors," and the first tome of which 
was published by Eichard Tottell and William Jones, anno 
1566. The second volume of the Collection was " im- 
printed at London, in Paternoster Rowe, by Henrie Bynne- 
man for Nicholas England, Anno 1567 ;" and the learned 
supervisor of the edition of 1813, Mr. Haslewood, has 
pointed out to how large an extent the various stories con- 
tained in these interesting tomes were appropriated, as soon 
as published, by the dramatic writers to the purposes of the 
English stage. The Palace of Pleasure, indeed, is promi- 
nently denounced by Stephen Gosson, in his Playes Con-- 
fated in Five Actions (1581 or 1582), among the works 
which "have beene thoroughly ransackt to ftirnish the 
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playe-houses in London." The story of the Duchess of 
Malfi is also told by Groulart, in his Thresor (THistoires Ad- 
mirables et Memorables de Nostre Temps y pp. 317-322, of 
the edition of Geneva, 1620 ; and in Beard^s Theatre of 
Ood^s Judgments, B. ii. Lope de Vega wrote El Mayor- 
domx> de la Duquesa de Amalfi, 1618. 

The plot is shortly this : — The Duchess, who is a widow, 
rnsmQ^ Antonio, the steward of her household ; her brothers 
are so enraged at this, that they employ Bosola to murder 
her and her children, and the brothers themselves come to 
the same violent end. The scene hes at Malfi, Bome, and 
other places in Italy. 

The second edition of the Dutchess of Malji was ** printed 
by J. Raworth, for J. Benson, and are to be sold at his shop 
in St. Dunstan's Churchyard, in Fleet Street, 1640." It 
was revived, as an acting-play, at the Lincoln's Inn Fields 
Theatre in 1664, when Betterton performed Bosola, Harris 
Duke Ferdinand, Smith Antonio, Young the Cardinal, 
Mrs. Betterton the Duchess, and Mrs. Gibbs Julia, The 
play, reports Downes, was excellently acted in all its parts, 
particularly Bosola and Ferdinand ; it filled the house eight 
days successively, and proved one of the best stock trage- 
dies. The tragedy was again printed in 1678 (when Mrs. 
Shadwell's name stands to the part of Julia) ; and in 1708 
appeared, under the editorial care of Hugh Newman, " The 
Unfortunate Dutchess of Malfi, or the Unnatural Brothers ; 
a Tragedy, now acted at the Queen's Theatre in the Hay- 
market, By her Majesties Company of Comedians. Writ- 
ten by Mr. Webster. London, printed for H. N. and are 
to be sold by John Morphew near Stationers Hall. 1708." 
This copy was that in use for dramatic representation at 
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the time, and it exhibits, within inverted commas, ^^ those 
lines which were omitted in the acting, hj reason of the 
length of the play." As a dramatic curiosity, I transcribe 
from this copy the Bill of the Play in 1708. It will be seen 
that, since 1623, tiie female Dramatis Fersonce had come 
to be represented by females, instead of, as then and there- 
tofore, by young men and boys. The innovation, in fact, 
was first essayed on tiie 7th of November, 1629, by " some 
Frenchwomen, or monsters rather (as horrified Piynne de- 
nounces them, in his Histriomastiai), who attempted to 
act a French play at the playhouse in Blackfriars, an im- 
pudent, shameful, unwomanish, graceless, &c. &ic. attempt." 
The attempt, however, did not succeed until some time after- 
wards. But to the Company at the Haymarket in 1708. 

Mbn. 

Fkbdinand, Count of Calabria . . Mr. Verbruggen, 

Cabdinal, his Brother Mr. Keen. 

Antonio, Steward of the Household to 

the Dutchess Mr. Booth. 

Dblio, his Friend Mr, Corey, 

BpsoLA, Grentieman of the Horse to the 

Dutchess Mr. Mills. 

Cabtbuchio, an old Lord .... 

MABQirBBS OF Pbbcaba .... Mr. Fairhank. 

Count Malatestb Mr. Freeman. 

liOBD KoDEBiao Mr. Kent. 

Lord Grisolan 

DocTOE to the Duke in his Madness . Mr. Bowen. 

'AsTBOLOGEB Mr. Trout. 

Taylob Mr. Pack. 

Pabson Mr. Johnson. 

DocTOB Mr. BnUock. 



Mad. 



^ AtBP?) ^?L^lO 
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Women. 

Dutchess of Malfy Mrs. Porter, 

Cabiola, her Woman Mrs* Powell, 

JuLiAy Castrucbio's Wife and the Car- 
dinal's Mistress Mrs. Bradshaw. 

Scene, /to?y. 

This edition is of great use, from the circumstance that 
it gives the various exits and entrances of the characters in 
a much more complete and accurate form than that of the 
previous quartos, where, at the opening of a scene, all the 
names are set forth of all the personages who make their 
appearance in its course, although but one or two of them 
may be present at the commencement, and even, in some 
cases, personages are named who do not make their appear- 
ance at all. It may be as well to observe here that, although 
in various instances I have marked the assumed locality of 
a scene or subdivision of an act, it is not to be supposed that 
in our author's time the attention of theatrical audiences was 
at all distracted from the events and^ language of the play 
by those scenic effects which are so leading a feature in the 
dramatic productions of the present age. " I decidedly con- 
cur with Malone," writes Mr. Collier (Annals of the Stage, 
iii. 366), " in the general conclusion that painted moveable 
scenery was unknown on our early stage; and it is a for- 
tunate circumstance (adds Mr. Collier) for the poetry of our 
old plays that it was so ; the imagination of the auditor only 
was appealed to ; and we owe to the absence of painted can- 
vas many of the finer descriptive passages in Shakespeare, 
his contemporaries and immediate fc^owers." Scenery we 
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leam, on the same excellent authority, was not introduced 
upon the stage until towards 1660. 

The Duchess of Malfi was worked up by Theobald into 
a Tragedy called The Fatal Secret, which was acted at Co- 
vent Garden on the 3rd of April, 1733, with Quin as Bosola, 
and was acted four times. '^ Theobald's first three acts,'^ 
writes Mr. G^nest, " do not differ very materially from Web- 
ster's. In the fourth act he gives the plot a different turn : 
in Webster's play the Dtichess is strangled on the stage; in 
Theobald's she is carried off the stage for that purpose. In 
Theobald's last scene the DuJce and Cardinal kill one an- 
other by mistake ; the young Duke enters ; Bosola promises 
to produce the body of the Duchess ; he brings her in alive ; 
Antonio, who is disguised as a pilgrim, discovers himself, 
and the play ends happily. This is effected by making BO" 
sola turn out an honest man instead of a villain. The young 
Dukcy who is supposed to be about twelve years old, is a new 
character. Theobald's alteration," adds Mr. Genest, " on 
the whole is not a bad one, but it is too violent ; he should 
have retained more of the original play. He tells us, in his 
preface : * I have retained the names of the characters ; I 
have adopted as much of Webster's tale as I conceived for my 
purpose, and as much of his writing as I could turn to ac- 
count. I have nowhere spared myself out of indolence, but 
have often engrafted his thoughts and language, because I 
was cpnscious I could not so well supply them from my own 
fimd.'" 

W. Hazlttt. 
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TO THB 

EIGHT HONOURABLE GEOEGE HAEDING, 

BABON BEBXELEY, OF BEBKEI.BY CASTLE, 

Ain> KNIGHT OF THB OBDEB OF THE BATH TO THE XLLUBTBIOUS 
PBIUCB CHAKLES. 

My NOBLE LOBD, 

I^HAT I may present my excuse why, being a 
stranger to your lordship, I o£fer this poem 
to your patronage, I plead this warrant : men 
who never saw the sea, yet desire to behold 
that re^ment of waters, choose some eminent river to 
guide them thither, and make that, as it were, their con- 
duct or postilion: by the like ingenious means has your 
feme arrived at my knowledge, receiving it from some of 
worth, who both in contemplation and practice owe to your 
honour their clearest service. I do not altogether look up 
at your title; the ancien'st nobility being but a relic of 
time past, and the truest honour indeed being for a man 
to confer honour on himself, which your learning strives to 
propagate, and shall make you arrive at the dignity of a 
great example. I am confident this work is not unworthy 
your honour's perusal, for by such poems as this poets have 
kissed the hands of great princes, and drawn their gentle 
eyes to look down upon their sheets of paper, when the 
poets themselves were bound up in their winding-sheets. 
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The like courtesy from your lordship shall make you live 
in your grave^ and laurel spring out of it^ when the igno- 
rant scomers of the Muses, that like worms in lihraries 
seem to live only to destroy learning, shall wither neglected 
and forgotten. This work and myself I humbly present 
to your approved censure,* it being the utmost of my wishes 
to have your honourable self my weighty and perspicuous 
comment ; which grace so done me shall ever be acknow- 
ledged 

By your lordship's 

in all duty and 

observance, 

John Wbbstbb. 

' Judgment, from the Latin centeo. 
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IN THE JTJST WOBTH OP THAT "WELL DESBBVEB, 

MB. JOHN WEBSTEB, AND UPON THIS 

MASTEB-PIECE OP TBAGEDY. 

3N this thou imitat'st one rich and wise, 
That sees his good deeds done before he dies : 
As he by works, thou by this work of fame 
Hast well provided for thy living name. 
To trust to others' honourings is worth's crime, 
Thy monument is rais'd in thy life-time ; 
And 'tis most just, for every worthy man 
Is his own marble, and his merit can 
Cut him to any figure, and express 
More art than death's cathedral palaces, 
Where royal ashes keep their court. Thy note 
Be ever plainness, 'tis the richest coat : 
Thy epitaph only the title be. 
Write Duchess, that will fetch a tear for thee ; 
For who e'er saw this Duchess live and die, 
That could get off under a bleeding eye. 

In Tragoediam. 
Ut lux ex tenebris ictu percussa tonantis, 
Ola, ruina malis, claris fit vita poetis. 
Thomas Middletonus, 
Foeta et Chron.* 
Londinensis. 

> Middleton was City Cbronologer. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



155 



TO HIS FRIEND MR. JOHN WEBSTER, 

UPON HIS DUCHESS OP MALPI. 

I never saw thy Ihichess till the day 
That she was lively bodied in thy play : 
Howe'er she answer'd her low-rated love 
Her brothers' anger did so fatal prove. 
Yet my opinion is, she might speak more. 
But never in her life so well before. 

Wil. Eowley. 



TO THE READER OF THE AUTHOR, 

AND HIS DUCHESS OP MALPI. 

Crown him a poet, whom nor Eome nor Greece 

Transcend in all their's for a masterpiece ; 

In which, whiles words and matter change, and men 

Act one another, he, from whose clear pen 

They all took life, to memory hath lent 

A lasting fame, to raise his monument. 

John Ford. 
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THE ACTOES' NAMES. 



BOSOLA. 

Febdinand. 
Cabdinal. 
Antonio. 
Dblio. 

FOBOBOSCO. 

Malateste. 
The Mabqvis op \ 
Pescaba. J 

EODEBIGO. 

Silvio. 

Gbisolan. 

The Several Madmen. 

The Duchess. 

The Cardinal's Mistress. 

DOCTOB. 

Cabiola. 
Court Officers. 
Three Young Children. 
Two Pilgrims. 



] 



J. Lowin» 

1. R, Burhidge, 2, J, Taylor. 

1, H, Cundaile, 2,M, Robinson, 

1. W. Ostler, 2. R. Bmfeild. 

J. Underwood, 

N, Towley, 

J, Rice, 



T, Pollard. 

N. Towley, J, Underwood, Sfc, 
R. Sharpe. 
J. Thompson. 

R. Pallant. 
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THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. 

ACT I.— Scene I. 
Enter Antonio, and Dblio. 

. Belio, 

JOU are welcome to your country, dear An- 
tonio; 
You have been long in France, and you re- 
turn 

A very formal Frenchman in your habit. 
How do you like the French court? 

Ant, I admire it : 
In seeking to reduce both state and people 
To a fixt order, their judicious king 
Begins at home ; quits* first his royal palace 
Of flattering ^pycophants, of dissolute 
And in&mous persons, which he sweetly terms 
His master's masterpiece, the work of heaven ; 
Considering duly, that a prince's court 
Is like a common fountain, whence should flow 
Pure silver drops in general, but if 't chance 

1 Clears. 
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Some cars'd example poison't near the head, 

Death and diseases through the whole land spread. 

And what is't makes this hlessed government, 

But a most provident council, who dare freely 

Inform him the corruption of the times ? 

Though some o'th' court hold it presumption 

To instruct princes what they ought to do, 

It is a nohle duty to inform them 

What they ought to foresee. Here comes Bosola, 

The only court-gall ; yet I ohserve his railmg 

Is not for simple love of piety ; 

Indeed he rails at those things which he wants ; 

Would be as lecherous, covetous, or proud, 

Bloody, or envious, as any man, 

If he had means to be so. Here's the Cardinal. 

Enter Bosola and Cabdinal. 

Bos. I do haunt you still. 

Card, So. 

Bos. I have done you better service^ 
Than to be slighted thus. 
Miserable age, where only the reward 
Of doing well, is the doing of it I 

Card. You enforce your merit too much. 

Bos. I fell into the gallies in your service. 
Where, for two years together, I wore 
Two towels instead of a shirt, with a knot on the shoulder, 

> I print the following speeches of Bosola, as well as other 
portions of the Tragedy, in Uie blank verse marked bv the quartos, 
and which, however and by whomsoever compiled, exhibit, as 
Mr. Dyoe remarks, manifest traces of the metre in which it is 
most probable the whole was at first composed. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



sc. I.] THE DUCHESS OF MALFL 1^9 

Afi^r the fashion of a Eoman mantle. / 

Slighted thus I I will thrive some way : / 

Black-hirds fatten hest in hard weather ; | 

Why not I in these dog-days ? * 

Card, Would you could hecome honest ! 

Bos. With all your divinity do hut direct me 
The way to it. I have known many travel far for it, 
And yet return as arrant knaves as they went forth, 
Because they carried themselves always along with them. 

[Exit Cardinal. 
Are you gone? 

Some fellows, they say, are possessed with the devH, 
But this great fellow were ahle to possess the greatest 
Devil, and make him worse. 

Ant. He hath denied thee some suit? ^ 

Bos. He and his brother are like plum-trees that grow j / 

crooked 5 % ^.it*, 

Over standing-pools ; they are rich, and overladen with 
Fruit, hut none but crows, pies, and caterpillars feed 
On them. Could I be one of their flattering panders, I 
Would hang on their ears like a horseleech, till I were full, and 
Then drop off. I pray leave me. 
Who would rely upon these miserable dependencies, in ex- 

pectatioii to 
Be advanced to-morrow ? What creature ever fed worse, 

than hoping 
Tantalus ? nor ever died any man ^lo^e fearfully, than he 

that hoped 
For a pardon. There are rewards for hawks and dogs, 
When they have done us service : but for a soldier that ha- 
zards his 
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Limbs in a battle^ nothing but a kind of geometry is his last 



L 



Belio. Geometry! 

Bos. Aj, to hang in a fair psur of slings, take his latter 
swing in the 
World upon an honourable pair of crutches, from hospital 
To hospital. Fare ye well, sir : and yet do not you scorn 

us, for 
Places in the court are but like beds in the hospital^ where 

this 
Man's head lies at that man's foot, and so lower and lower. 

-'-' lExit. 

Delio. I knew this fellow seven years in the gallies 
'or a notorious murder ; and 'twas thought 
The Cardinal subom'd it : he was releas'd 
By the French general, Gaston de Foix, 
When he recover'd Naples. V 

Ant, 'Tis great pity,"^ 
He should be thus neglected : I have heard 
IIe'.a.irery,¥aluuit. Thia Joul melanch oly 
WiUjoison all his goodness ; for, I'll tell you, 
If too iSSiydoratc flloe;rbgl;ruly said 
To be an inward rust unto the soul, 
It then doth follow want of action 
Breeds all black malecontents, and their close rearing, 
Like moths in cloth, do hurt for want of wearing. 

SCENE II. 
Enter Antonio, Delio, Febj)inand, Casteuccio, Silvio. 
Delio. The presence 'gins to fill : you promis'd me 
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To make me the partaker of the natures 
Of some of your great courtiers. 

Ant. The lord cardinal's, 
And other strangers, that are now in court? 
,. I shall : here comes the great Calahrian Duke. 

Ferd. Who took the ring oftenest ?i 

Silvio, Antonio Bologna, my lord. 

Ferd, Our sister Duchess' great master of her household : 
Give him the jewel. When shall we leave this sportive 

action, 
And fall to action indeed ? 

Cast, ^ethinksj my loi'd',"""''''"^ 
'^ ^u should not dtfliffr tfr j^ tn w\v in person. 

Ferd. Now, for some gravity ; why, my lord ? 

Cast, It is fitting a soldier arise to he a prince, hut not 
necessary 
A prince descend to he a captain. 

Ferd. No? 

Cast. No, my lord ; 
He were for hotter do it hy a deputy. 

Ferd, Why should he not as well sleep, or eat by a de- 
puty? 
This might take idle, offensive, and base office from him, 
Whereas the other deprives him of honour. 

Cast. B>^VQm^e^i^gQsSiSM''-^hBX l'(iiflnii§:'!i(5V61' long 

Whece Jthft^jwlgg ia a wJdier. 

Ferd, Thou toldest me 
Thy wife could not endure fighting. 

Cast. True, my lord. 

^ i. e. in the tilting at the ring. 
VOL. n. M 
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Ferd, And of a jest she broke of a captain 
She met full of wounds : I have forgot it. 

Cast. She told him, my lord, he was a pitiful fellow, to lie 
Like the children of Ismael, all in tents.^ 

Ferd, "Why, there's a wit were able to undo 
All the chirurgeons o'th' city, for although 
Gallants should quarrel, and had drawn their weapons, 
And were ready to go to it, yet her persuasions would 
Make them put up. 

Cast. That she would, my lord. 
How do you like my Spanish gennet ? 

Rod, He is all fire. 

Ferd, I am of Pliny's opinion, I think he was begot by 
the wind ; 
He runs as if he were baUassed with quicksilrer. 

Silvio, True, my lord, he reels from the tilt often. 

Bod, Gfris, Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ferd, "Why do you laugh ? methinks you that are cour- 
tiers 
Should be my touchwood, take fire when I give fire ; 



That is, not laugh but when I lauglj^-were the subject never 
so witty. 
(^r3^^«ii%4&y lord ; I myself have heard a very good 
jest. 
And have scorned to seem to have so silly a wit, as to un- 
derstand it. 
Ferd, But I can laugh at your, fool, my lord. 
Cast. He cannot speak, you know, but he makes faces : 
My lady cannot abide him. 

Ferd, No? "^- -'^ 

* Temt is a roll of lint used in searching a wound. 
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Cast, Nor endure to be in merry company ; for she says 
Too much laughing, and too much company, fills her 
Too fiiU of the wrinkle. 

Ferd. I would then have & mathematical instrument 
Made for her facei 

That she might not laugh out of compass. J[^^[aJl^^hQiily 
Visit vou at Milan, Lord Si lyio. 

SUvw. Vnnr gyfl^T^^iftir'^a^ most Welcome^ 

Ferd. ?ou are a ^ o od horseman, A ntonio ; you have 
excellen t 

^jjkra in F^pnvift i ^^fttLjdjijg!iJj|;;j^2^ ^^ ^^^ horseiQan- 

s hip? """^ 

Am. JJobly, my lord: as out of the Grecian horse 

issued 
Many famous princes, so out of brave ho rsemanship 

"TliMi]inf[ tfl iinliln aiiitinn 

Ferd. You have bespoke it worthily. 
Silvio. Your brother, the lord Cardinal, and sister 
Duchess. 

Enter Cabdikal, Duchess, Oabiola, and Jxtlia. 

Cfn/n'/J-'-k^ thft g**11^^ft onmA abOut ? 

Oris.^ They are, my lord. 

Belio. Now, sir, your promise : what's that Cardinal ? 
I mean his temper ? they say he's a brave fellow, 
Will play his five thousand crowns at tennis, dance. 
Court ladies, and one that hath fought single combats. 

Ant, Some such flashes superficially hang on him, for 
form; 
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But observe his inward character : Jie is a melanc holy 
fUmrflbman : thr spring in his face is nothing but the 
Engendering of toads ; where ^GJfjSSJojJso^ 8,ny man, 
Hd4«jBJK.Qrgfejplots for him than ever was impoied^on 
SttBCuka^JSoS, he strews in his way Satlefefs^ P^d^i's? 
Intelligencers, atheists, and a thousand such political 
Monsters, He should have been Pope, but instead of 
Coming to it by the primitive decency of the church, 
He did bestow bribes so largely, and so impudently, as if 

he would 
Have carried it away without heaven's knowledge. 

Some good he hath done 

Delio^ You have given too much of him : what's his 

brother? 
Ant The duke there ? a most jerverse and tujcbulent 
nature; 
What appears in him mirth is merely outside ; 
If he laugh'li6a*!iryririribnaug^^^ 
All honesty out of &shion. 
Delio. Twins? 
Ant. In quality. 
He speaks with others' tongues, and hears men's suits 
"With others' ears ; will seem to sleep o' th' bench 
Only to entrap offenders in their answers ; 
Dooms men to death by information, 
Kewards by hearsay. 
, Belio. Then the law to him 
f Is like a foul black cobweb to a spider, 
He makes it his dwelling and a prison 
To entangle those shall feed him. 
Ant. Most true : 



\ 
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He never pays debts unless they be sbrewd turns, 
And those be will confess that h^ doth owe. 
Last, for his brother there, the cardinal, 
They that do flatter him most say oracles 
Hang at his lips ; and verily I believe them. 
For the devil speaks in them. 
But for their sister, the right noble duchess, 
You never fix'd your eye on three fair medals 
Cast in one figure, of so different temper. 
For her discourse, it is so fall of rapture. 
You only will begin then to be sorry 
When she doth end her speech, and wish, in wonder. 
She held it less vain-glory, to talk much. 
Than your penance to hear her : whilst she speaks, 
\ She throws upon a man so sweet a look, 
hat it were able to raise one to a galliard^ 

at lay in a dead palsy, and to dote 

L that sweet countenance ; but in that look 
There speaketh so divine a continence, 
As cuts off all lascivious and v^ hope. 
Her days are practis'd in such noble virtue, 
^Tliai suio hw»'«igKfs,"nay mor§;iserTefy sleeps,^^ 
Are more in heaven, than other ladies' shrifts. \ 
Let aU sweet ladies break their flattering glasses, / 
And dress themselves in her. ^^ 

Delio. Fie, Antonio, ^^ 

You play the wire-drawer with her commendations. 

Ant, I'll case the picture up : only thus much, 
All her particular worth, grows to this sum ; 
She stains the time past, lights the time to come. 

' A quick and lively dance. 
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Cari, You must attend my lady in the gallery, 
\ Some half an hour hence. 

Ant, I shall. [ExewitU Antonio and Ddio, 

Ferd, Sister, I have a suit to you. 

Duck, Tome, sb? 

Ferd. A gentleman here, Daniel de Bosola, 
One that was in the galli o B 

Buck, Yes, I know him. 

Ferd. A worthy fellow h'is : pray let me entreat for 
i The provisorship of your horse. 

Duch. Your knowledge of him 
Commends him and prefers him. 

Ferd. Call him hither. [Exit Attendant. 

"We are now upon parting. — Good Lord Silvio, 
Do us commend to all our nohle friends 
At the leaguer. 

Silvio. Sir, I shall. 

Ferd. You are for Milan ? 

Silvio. I am. 

Duch. Bring the carroches : ^ we'll bring you down to 
the haven. 

[Eiceunt aU Jmt the Cardinal and 
Ferdinand. 

Card. Be sure you entertain that Bosola 
For your intelligence : I would not be seen in't 5 
And therefore many times I have alighted him, 
When he did court our furtherance, as this morning. 

Ferd. Antonio, the great master of her household. 
Had been far fitter. 

Card, You are deceiVd in him : 

' Large coaches. 



\ 
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His nature is too honest for such business. 

He comes : I'll leave you. [Earit, 

Enter Bosola. 

Bos, I was lur'd to you. 

Ferd. My brother here, the cardinal could never 
Abide you. 

Bos, Never since he was in my debt. 

Ferd, May be some oblique character in your face 
Made him suspect you. 

Bos, Doth he study physiognomy ? 
There's no more credit to be given to th' face, 
Than to a sick man's urine, which some call 
The physician's whore, because she cozens him. 
He did suspect me wrongfully. 

Ferd, For that 
You must give great men leave to take their times. 
Distrust doth cause us seldom be deceiv'd : 
You see, the oft shaking of the cedar-tree 
Fastens it more at root. 

Bos. Yet, take heed ; 
For to suspect a friend unworthily. 
Instructs him the next way to suspect you. 
And prompts him to deceive you. 

Ferd, There' s gold. 

Bos. So, 
What follows ? never rain'd such showers as these 
Without thunderbolts i'th' tail of them : whose throat must 
I cut? — 

Ferd, Ifxrar^clination to shed blood rides post 
Before my occasion to use you. I give you timt 
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Tn liTg i^tfi* foiirt hpr^ and obeenre ibejdiiahess ; 
^0 note all the particularB of her liayioar, 
What initoni dn nnlirit hor lar mairiage, 
And whom she heat affects. ^ he*» A-youig. Kidow : 
I would not^aye her marry again. 

i^er^. Do not you ask the reason ; but be sadsfied 
I say I would not. 

Bos, It seems you would create me 
One of your £uniliar8. 

Ferd. Fanuliar! what's that? 

Bos, Why^ a very ^lajpt inviHiblo d^vfl m flesh ; 
An intelligencer. 

Ferd. Suet a kind of thriving thing 
I would wish thee ; and ere long, thou may'st arriye 
At a higher place by't. 

Bob, Take your devils, 
Which hell calU angels : ^ these curs'd gifts would make 
You a corrupter, me an impudent traitor ; 
And should I take these, they'd take me to hell. 

Ferd, Sir, 111 take nothing from you, that I have given : 
There is a. place that^I jwocur'd for you 
This-moxixing, the provisorship o' th' horse ; 
Have you heard ont T~ ^^ — 

Bos, No. 

Ferd, 'Tis yours : is't not worth thanks ? 

Bos, I would haveyou curse yourself now,that your bounty 
(Which makes men truly noble) e'er should make 
Me a villain. ^O^ that te^ avoid ingratitude 
For the good deed you have done me, Tinust do 

* Angd was a gold coin, in value about 8*. 
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.^ AHn thfti ilLlgggcgg^ invent ! Thus the deyil 
Ca miioo all oin B o^or ; an3'"wharBSsn;Bn''tS§ms vile 
That names he complemental. 

Ferd. Be yourself; 
geep ynny nlH ^ki^^^ of mtkuff^nlj y ^*""*" express 
You envy those that stand above your reach^ 
Yet strive not to come near 'em : this will gain 
Access to private lodgings, where yourself 
May, like a politic dormous e 

Bo8» As I have seen some, 
Feed in a lord's dish, half asleep, not seeming 
Ta listen to any talk ; and yet these rogues 
Have cut his throat in a dream. What's my place ? 
The provisorship o'th' horse ? say, then, my corruption 
Grew out of horse-dung ; I am your creature. 

Ferd, Away. 

Bos, Let good men, for good deeds, covet good fame. 
Since place and riches, offc are bribes of shame : 
Sometimes the devil doth preach. [Exit, 

Enter Duchess, Cardinal, and Cabiola.^ 

Card, We are to part from you ; and your own discretion 
Must now be your director. 

Ferd, You are a widow : 
You know already what man is ; and therefore 
Let not youth, high promotion, eloquence 

Card, No, 
Nor anything without the addition, honour. 
Sway your high blood. 

Ferd, Marry ! they are most luxurious,^ 
1 Supplied by Mr. Dyce. > Lascivious. 
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Will wed twice. 

Card, O, fie I 

Ferd. Their livers are more spotted 
Than Lahan's sheep. 

\Ihich. Diamonds are of most yalue, 
They say, that have past through most jewellers' hands. 

Ferd, Whores, by that rule, are precious. 

Duoh, Will you hear me ? 
^I'll never marry. 

Card. So most widows say ; 
But commonly that motion lasts no longer 
Than the turning of an hour-glass : the funeral sermon 
And it, end both together. 

Ferd, Now hear me : 
You live in a rank pasture here, i'th' court ; 
There is a kind of honey-dew that's deadly ; 
'Twill poison your fame ; look to't : be not cunning ; 
For they whose faces do belie their hearts. 
Are witches ere they arrive at twenty years. 
Ay, and give the devil suck. 

Duch, This is terrible good counsel. 

Ferd, Hypocrisy is woveni)f.A impi amall thread. 
Subtler thanTlilcair's engine :^ yet, believ't, 
Yonr-dackest actions^ nay^ your pnyaFst thoughts, 
Wift. come to light. 

Cardin^\m mayflatter yourself, 
And take your own choice ; privately be married 
Under the eves of night — 

Ferd, Think't the best voyage 
That e'er you made ; like the irregular crab, 

> i. e. the net in which he caught Mars and Venus. — Dtce. 
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Which, though't goes backward, thinks that it goes right. 
Because it goes its own way : but observe, 
Such weddings may more properly be said 
To be executed, than celebrated. 

Card. The maniage-iMght 
Isjfche^^Sanc^tllUl Bome pmon. 

Ferd. And those joys, 
Those lustful pleasures, are like heavy sleeps 
Which do forerun man's mischief. 

Card, Fare you weU. 
Wisdom begms at the end : remember it. [Exit, 

Dwih, I think this speech between you both was studied. 
It came so roundly off. 
^ Ferd, You are my sister ; 
This waa my father's poinard, do you see ? 
I'd be loath to see't look rusty, 'cause 'twas his. 
I would have you to give o'er these chargeable revels, 
A visor and a mask are whispering rooms 
That were never bmlt for goodness ; — ^fare ye well. 
And beware that part,^ which like the lamprey, 
Hath never a bone in't. 

Duck, Fie, sir. 

F&rd, 1^21.^9 
I mean the tongue ; variety of courtship : j 

What cannot a neat knave with a smooth tale I 
Make a woman believe ? Farewell, lusty widow, j \^EociU 

Duck. Shall this move me ? If all my royal kindred 
Lay in my way unto this marriage, 
I'd make them my low footsteps : and even now, 

1 From the edition of 1708. The editions of 1623 and 1640 
read : *' and women like that part." 
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Even in this hate, as men in some great battles. 

By apprehending danger, haye aehiey'd 

Ahnost impossible actions, — ^I have heard soldiers saj so, — 

So I throngh frights and threatenings will assay 

This dangerous venture. Let old wives report 

I wink'd, and chose a husband. Cariola, 

To thy known secrecy I have given up 

More than my life — ^my £une. 

Cari, Both shall be safe : 
For 111 conceal this secret from the world. 
As warily as those that trade in poison 
Keep poison frvm their children. 

Bvt/ck, Thy protestation 
Is ingenious^ and hearty : I believe it. 
Is Antonio come ? 

22^. He attends you. 
Good dear soul, 
I Leave me ; but place thyself behind the arras, 
"Where thou may'st overhear us. Wish me good speed. 
For I am going into a wilderness 
Where I shall find nor path, nor friendly dew. 
To be my guide. ^ \ {Eocit Cariola, 

Enter Antonio. . 
I sent for you : sit down ; 
Take pen and ink, and write : are you ready ?j 

Ant. Yes. -'^ 

Duch, What did I say? 

Ant, That I should write somewhat. 

Duch, O, I remember. 

' For ingenwnu. The terms were often transposed by early 
writers.^HALLrwELL. 
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After these triumphs and this large expence, 
It's fit, like thrifty husbands, we inquire 
What's laid up for to-morrow. 

Ant. So please your beauteous excellence. 

Buck, Beauteous ! Indeed I thank you : 
I look young for your sake ; 
You have ta'en my cares upon you. 

Ami. I'U fetch your grace 
The particulars of your revenue and expence. 

Duch. O, you are 
An upright treasurer ; but you mistook : 
For when I said I meant to make inquiry 
What's laid up for to-morrow, I did mean 
What's laid up yonder for me. 

AnU Where? 

Duck. In heaven. 
I am making my wJl^ (as 'tis fit princes should, 
TTperfect memory,) and, I pray, sir, tell me 
Were not one better make it smiUng, thus. 
Than in deep groans, and terrible ghastly looks. 
As if the gifts we parted with procur'd 
That violent distraction ? 

Arvt, O, much better. 

Duch. If JLhad a husband now, this care were g[uit : 
But^tjntend to m l r ke you (Tl T er 
What good deecf^hall we nrst remember ? say. 

Arvt. Begin with that first good deed begun i' th' world 
After man's creation, the sacrament of marriage : 
jM hn . Y (i y^m fi iwt t yiu i iiia fui a fl 8Qd b uatan d : 
QiieJUnL^ll. 

Duch. AU? 
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Ant. Y ea, your exoJflUftrTm^f 

JDudi. In a winding sheet? 

Ant. In a couple. 

Duch. St. Winifred, that were a strange will ! 

AnU 'Twere strange if there were no will in you 
To marry again. 

Duch. What do you think of marriage ? 

Ant. I take't, as those that deny purgatory. 
It locally contains, or heaven, or hell, 
There's no third place in't. 

Duch. How do you affect it? 

Ant. My banishment, feeding my melancholy^ 
Would often reason thus. 

Dmh. Pray, let's hear it. 

Ant. Say a man never marry, nor have children, 
What takes that from him ? only the bare name 
Of being a father, or the weak delight 
To see the little wanton ride a cock-horse 
Upon a painted stick, or hear him chatter 
Like a taught starling. 

Dvuih. Fie, fie, what's all this ? 
One of your eyes is blood-shot ; use my ring to't. 
They say 'tis very sovereign : 'twas my wedding ring. 
And I did vow never to part with it 
But to my second husband. 

Ant, You have parted with it now.\ 

Duck. Yes, to help yom* eye-sight. ,* 

Ant. You have made me star'k blind. 

Ihu^. How? 

Ant. There is a saucy and ambitious devil. 
Is dancing in this circle. 
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Duch, Eemove him. 

Ant, How? 

Duch, There needs small conjuration, when your finger 
May do it ; thus ; is it fit ? [He kneels. 

Ant What said you ? 

Diich, Sir, 
This goodly roof of yours, is too low built ; 
I cannot stand upright in't nor discourse. 
Without I raise it higher : raise yourself j 
Or, if you please, my hand to help you : so* 

Ajntr:^atitM6n^^mad is a great man's madness, 
That is not kept in chains, and close-pent rooms. 
But in fiur lightsome lodgings, and is girt 
With the wild noise of prattling visitants, 
Which makes it lunatic beyond all cure. 
Conceive not I am so stupid but I aim 
Whereto your favours tend : but he's a fool. 
That being a-cold, would thrust hisliaQ ds i W fire 
T t rrr f irm i thnn) 

Duch, So now the ground's broke, 
"iovL may discover what a wealthy mine 

make you lord of. 

Ant. O, my imworthiness ! 

Ihich. You were ill to sell yourself: 
This darkening of yoiu* worth is not like that 
Which tradesmen use i'th' city ; their false lights 
Are to rid bad wares off; ajid I must ji^ you, 
If ynii ^llVnnw where breathes a co^pkte-^xju^, 
(I speak it wxtEouTflatXeTyyiSm^ eyes. 

Ant, Were there nor heaven nor heD, 
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I should be honest : I have long served yiitaey 
And ne'er ta'en wages of her. 

Duch. Now she pays it. 
The misery of us that are bom great ! 
We are forc'd to woo, because none dare woo us ; 
And as a tyrant doubles with his words. 
And fearfully equivocates, so we 
Are forc'd to express our violent passions 
In riddles, and in dreams, and leave the path 
Of simple virtue, which was never made 
To seem the thing it is not. Go, go brag 
You have left me heartless ; mine is in your bosom : 
I hope 'twill multiply love there. You do tremble : 
Make not your heart so dead a piece of flesh. 
To fear, more than to love me. Sir, be confident : 
What is't distracts you ? This is flesh and blood, sir ; 

/ 'Tis not the figure cut in alabaster, 

1 Kneels at my husband's tomb. Awake, awake, man ! 

I I do here put off all vain ceremony, 

I And only do appear to you a young widow 

That claims you for her husband, and like a widow, 
I use but half a blush in't. 

Arvt. Truth speak for me : 
I will remain the constant sanctuary 
Of your good name. 

JDudi, I thank you, gentle love : 
And 'cause you shall not come to me in debt. 
Being now my steward, here upon yom* lips 
I sign yom* Qaieim est. This you should have begg'd now ; 
I have seen children oft eat sweetmeats thus, 
As fearful to devour them too soon. 
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Ant. But for your brothers ? 

Thuih, Do not think of them : 
AH discord without this circumference 
Is only to be pitied, and not fear'd : 
Yet, should they know it, time will easily 
Scatter the tempest. 

Ant. These words should be mine, 
And all the parts you have spoke, if some part of it 
Would not have savour'd flattery, 

DucK Kneel. 

Enter Cabiola. 
Ant. Ha! 

Ihich. Be not amaz'd, this woman's of my counsel : 
I I have heard lawyers say, a contract in a chamber 
I Per verba presenti is absolute marriage. 
\ Bless, heaven, this sacred gordian, which let violence 
I Never untwine I 

Ant. And may our sweet affections, like the spheres, 
Be still in motion. 

Ihich. Quickening, and make 
The like soft music. 

Ant. That we may imitate the loving palms. 
Best emblem of a peaceful marriage 
That never bore fruit divided. 

Ihich. What can the church force more ? 
Ant, That fortune may not know an accident 
Either of joy, or sorrow, to divide 
Our fixed wishes. 

Dwh. How can the church build faster ? 
We now are man and wife, and 'tis the church 
That must but echo this. Maid, stand apart : 
VOL. n. ' N 
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I now am blind. 

\ Ant. What's your conceit in this ? 

1 Buck, I would have you lead your fortune by the hand 

/ Unto your marriage bed : 

(You speak in me this, for we now are one :) 

We'll only lie, and talk together, and plot 

T'appease my humourous kindred ; and if you please. 

Like the old tale in Alexander and Lodowick, 

Lay a naked sword between us, keep us chaste. 

O, let me shrowd my blushes in your bosom, 

Since 'tis the treasury of all my secrets I {Exeunt, 

Cari, Whether the spirit of greatness, or of woman 
Eeign most in her, I know not ; but it shews 
A fearful madness : I owe her much of pity, {Exit, 



ACT II.— Scene I. 

Enter Bosola and Castbitccio. 

Bosola. 
|0U say, you would fein be taken for an eminent 
courtier? 
Cast, 'Tis the very main of my ambition. 
Bos, Let me see : you have a reasonable good face for't 
aheady, 
And your night-cap expresses your ears sufficient largely. 
I would have you learn to twirl the strings of your band 
With a good grace, and in a set speech, at th' end of every 
sentence, 
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To hum three or four times, or blow your nose till it smart 
again, 

To recover jour memory. When you come to be a presi- 
dent 

In criminal causes, if you smile upon a prisoner, hang him, 
but if 

You frown upon him, and threaten him, let him be sure to 



The gallows. 

Cast, I would be a yery merry president. 

Bos, Do not sup a' nights ; 'twill beget you 
An admirable wit. 

Cast. Rather it would make me have a good stomach to 
quarrel; 
For they say, your roaring boys^ eat meat seldom. 
And that makes them so valiant. 
But how shall I know whether the people take me 
For an eminent fellow ? 

Bos. I will teach a trick to know it : 
Give out you lie a-dying, and if you 
Hear the common people curse you. 
Be sure you are taken for one of the prime night-caps.^ 

Enter an Old Lady.' 

You come from painting now. 
Old Lady, From what? 
Bos, Why, from your scurvy &ce-physic. 

^ The cant term for the bullying bucks of our author's time. 

* Night-caps, — another term for the bullies of the time. 

' This entrance is supplied by Mr. Dyce. In the original, all 
the persons who appear auring the scenes are named together at 
its commencement. 
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To behold thee not pamted^ inclines somewhat near 
A miracle : these in thy face here^ were deep ruts^ 
And foul sloughs, the last progress. 
There was a lady in France, that haying had the smaU-pox, 
Jla/d the skin off her face, to make it more level ; 
And whereas before she looked like a nutmeg-grater, 
After she resembled an abortive hedgehog. 

Old Lady, Do you call this painting ? 

Bos, No, no, but you call 't careening of an old 
Morphewed^ lady, to make her disembogue again : 
There's rough-cast phrase to your plastic. 

Old Lady, It seems you are well acquainted with my 
closet. 

Bos, One would suspect it for a shop of witchcraft. 
To find in it the fat of serpents, spawn of snakes, Jews' 

spittle, 
And their young childrens' ordure ; and all these for the 

face. 
I would sooner eat a dead pigeon, taken from the soles of 

the feet 
Of one sick of the plague, than kiss one of you fasting. 
Here are two of you, whose sin of your youth is the very 
Patrimony of the physician ; makes him renew 
His foot-cloth with the spring, and change his 
High-priced courtezan with the fall of the leaf, 
I do wonder you do not loathe yourselves. 
Observe my meditation now. 
What thing is in this outward form of man 
To be belov'd ? We account it ominous. 
If nature do produce a colt, or lamb, 

* Leperous. 
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A fawn, or goat, in any limb resembling 

A man, and fly from't as a prodigy. 

Man stands amaz'd to see bis deformity 

In any otber creatm*e but himself. 

But in our own flesh, though we bear diseases 

Which have their true names only ta'en from beasts. 

As the most ulcerous wolf and swinish measle, 

Though we are eaten up of lice and worms. 

And though continually we bear about us 

A rotten and dead body, we delight 

To hide it in rich tissue ; all our fear, 

Nay all our terror, is, lest our physician 

\ Should put us in the ground, to be made sweet. 

/ Your wife's gone to Eome : you two couple, and get you 

I To the wells at Lucca, to recover your aches. I 

I Have other work on foot. 

[Exeunt Castrucdo and the Old Lady,^ 
I observe our duchess 

Is sick a-days, she pukes, her stomach seethes, 
The fins of her eyelids look most teeming blue, 
She wanes i'th* cheek, and waxes fat i W flank, 
And, contrary to our Italian fashion, 
Wears a loose-bodied gown ; there's something in't. 
I have a trick may chance discover it, 
A pretty one : I have bought some apricocks,* 
The first our spring yields — 

Enter Antokio and Delio* 

Delio, And so lQDg..sm6e^4Qarried ! 

* Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 

^ His reason for bringing apricots will appear further on. 
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You amaze me. 

Ant T i Ct m a mphI ywir l i p g f o r ^evst^^ 
For did I think, that anything but th' air 
Could carry these words from you, I should wish 
You had no breath at all. — ^Now, sir, in your contem- 
plation ? 
Yon are studying to become a great wise fellow. 

Bos, O, sir, the opinion of wisdom, 
Is a foul tetter, that runs 
All over a man's body : if simplicity 
Direct us to have no evil. 

It directs us to a happy being : for the subtlest folly 
Proceeds from the subtlest wisdom : 
Let me be simply honest. 

Ant, I do understand your inside. 

Bos. Do you so ? 

Ant, Because you would not seem to appear to th' world 
Puffc up with your preferment, you continue 
This out-of-&shion melancholy : leave it, leave it. 

Bos, Give me leave to be honest in any phrase, in any 
Complement whatsoever. Shall I confess myself to you ? 
I look no higher than I can reach : 
They are the gods that must ride on winged horses. 
A lawyer's mule, of a slow pace, will both suit 
My disposition and business : for, mark me. 
When a man's mind rides faster than his horse can gallop, 
They quickly both tire. 

Ant, You would look up to heaven, but I think 
The devil, that rules i'th' air stands in your light. 

Bos, O, sir, you are lord of the ascendant, 
Chief man with the duchess ; a duke was your 
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Cousin-gennan removed. Say you were lineally 

Descended from King Pepin, or he himself, 

What of this ? search the heads of the greatest rivers 

In the world, you shall find them 

But huhhles of water. Some would think 

The souls of princes were hrought forth 

By some more weighty cause, than those of meaner persons : 

They are deceived, there's the same hand to them ; 

The like passions sway them ; 

The same reason 

That makes a vicar to go to law for a tithe-pig. 

And undo his neighhours, makes them spoil 

A whole province, and hatter down 

Goodly cities with the cannon. 

I Enter Duchess a«d Ladies.^ 

( Buck. Your arm, Antonio : do I not grow fat ? 
\ I am exceeding short-winded. Bosola, 
1 I would have you, sir, provide for me a Etter; 
Such a one as the Duchess of Florence rode in. 

Bos. The duchess us'd one when she was great with child. 
Jhich, I think she did. Come hither, mend my ruff: 
Here, when ?« thou art such a tedious lady ; and 
Thy hreath smeUs of lemon pills : would thou hadst done ! 
Shall I swoon under thy fingers ? I am 
1 So troubled with the mother.^ 
Bos, I fear too much. 
Buck. I have heard you say, that the French courtiers 

* Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 

* An exclamation of impatience — FPAen will you have done ? 
' Hysterical passions. 
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Wear their hats on fore the king. 

Ant, I have seen it. 

Duch, In the presence? 

Ant, Yes. 

Dwch. Why should not we hring up that feshion? 
'Tis ceremony more than duty, that consists 
In the removing of a piece of felt : 
Be you the example to the rest oW court. 
Put on your hat first. 

Ant. You must pardon me : 
I have seen, in colder countries than in France, 
Nohles stand hare to th' prince ; and the distinction 
Methought shew'd reverently* 

\Bo8, I have a present for your grace. 
jlhieh. For me, sir ? 
I Bos. Apricocks, madam. 

Duch. O, sir, where are they? 
I have heard of none to^ year. 

Bos. Good, her colour rises. 

Duch. Indeed I thank you : they are wondrous fair ones : 
What an unskUful fellow is our gardener ! 
We shall have none this month. 

Bos. Will not your grace pare them ? 

Duch. No : they taste of musk, methinks ; indeed they 
do. 

Bos. I know not : yet I wish your grace had par'd 'em. 

Duch. Why? 

Bos, I forgot to tell you, the knave gardener. 
Only to raise his profit hy them the sooner, 

* An expression now rustic, but quite analogous with the to- 
day which retains its position in genteel society. 
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Did ripen them in horse-dung. 

Duc^. O, you jest.— 
You shall judge : pray, taste one. 

Ant, Indeed, madam, 
I do not love the fruit. 

Dtich, Sir, you are loath 
To rob us of our dainties : 'tis a delicate fruit ; 
They say they are restorative. 

Bos. 'Tis a pretty art, 
This grafting. 

Duch. 'Tis so : a bettering of nature. 

Bos. To make a pippin grow upon a crab, /' 

A damson on a black-thorn. How greedily she eats them ! 
A whirlwind strike off these bawd farthingales ! 
For, but for that, and the loose-bodied gown, 
I should have discovered apparently 
The young springaJ cutting a caper in her belly. 

Duc^. I thank you, Bosola : they were right good ones. 
If they do not make me sick. 

Ant. How now, madam ? 

DuiCh. This green fruit and my stomach are not friends : 
How they swell me ! 

Bos. Nay, you are too much swell'd already. j 

Buck. O, I am in an extreme cold sweat ! ^ 

Bos. 1 am very sorry. lExit, 

Dueh. Lights to my chamber.''*^*4i4ggood Antonio, 
I fear I am undone I "^ 

DeUonAghiii lUmu, lights. [Eant Duchess. 

Ant. O my most trusty Delio, we are lost ! 
J>fear she^s iailen in Iffltour jn553^^^:^'ft 1^ 
No timeTofTier remove. 
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Delio, Have you prepar'd 
Those ladies to attend her ? and procur'd 
That politic safe conveyance for the midwife. 
Your duchess plotted ? 

Ant. I have. 

Delio, Make use then of this forc'd occasion : 
Gdifej Qut th a t " B oflola hauth poiflWd hoy 
With th^se apricQckay -that witt ^gt^eTsome colotir 
For her keeping close. 

Ant. Fiei fie, the physicians 
WiU then flock to her. 
\ Delio. For that you may pretend 
jShe'll use some prepar'd antidote of her own, 
jLest the physicians should re-poison her. 
/ Ant. I am lost in amazement : I know not what to think 
on't. [Ea^eunt. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Bosola. 

Bos. So, so, there's no question but her tetchiness 
And most vulturous eating of the apricocks, are 
Apparent signs of breeding. 

Enter an Old Lady,^ 
Now? 

Old Lady. I am in haste, sir. 

Bos. There was a young waiting- woman, had a mon- 
strous desire 
To see the glass-house — 



Supplied by Mr; Dyce. 
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Old Lady. Kay, pray let me go. 
Bos. And it was only to know what strange instrument 
it was. 
Should swell up a glass to the fashion of a woman's helly. 

Old Lady, I will hear no more of the glass-house* 
You are still ahusing women. 

Bos. Who I? no, only, hy the way, now and then, 
Mention your frailties. The orange-ttee 
Bears ripe and green fruit and blossoms, 
Altogether : and some of you 
Give entertainment for pure love, but more, 
For more precious reward. The lusty 
Spring smells well ; but drooping autumn tastes well. If we 
Have the same golden showers, that rained in the time of 

Jupiter . 
The thunderer, you have the same Danaes still, to hold up 
Their laps to receive them. Didst thou never study 
The mathematics ? 

Old Lady. What's that, sir? 

Bos. Why, to know the trick how to make a many lines 
meet 
In one centre. GK), go, give your foster-daughters good 

counsel: 
Tell them, that the devil takes delight to hang at a woman's 

girdle. 
Like a false rusty watch, that she cannot discern 
How the time passes, [Rjcit Old Lady. 

Enter Antonio, Bodebioo, and Gbisolan. 

Ant. Shutj3i||KihB ouuifc-gatcsT 
JBoSTWhy, sir? what's the danger? 
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Ant. Plmt up t^r pn7^^^W^^Iff^'ff^ftt^^:-1^lnt^ rn]) 
All the officers o'Ui' court. 

Oris, I sliall instandj. [EvU, 

Ant. Wlio keeps the key o'th' park gate? 

Rod, Forohosco. 

AfU. Let him hring't presentlj. 

Enter Gbisolan and Sebyants. 

First Serv, O, gentlemen o'th' court, the foulest treason 1 
I Bos. If that these apricocks should he poison'd now, 
/ Without my knowledge I 

Serv. There was taken even now a Switzer in the duchess' 
hed-chamher — 

Second Serv, A Switzer ! 

Serv. With a pistol in his great cod-piece. 

Bos. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Serv. The cod-piece was the case for't. 

Second Serv, There was a cunning traitor ; who would 
have search'd his cod-piece ? 

Serv, True, if he had kept out of the ladies' chambers : 
and all the moulds of his buttons were leaden bullets. 

Second Serv. O, wicked cannibal I a firelock in's cod- 
piece! 

Serv, 'Twas a French plot, upon my life. 

Second Serv. To see what the devil can do ! 

Ant. Are all the officers here ? 

Servants, We are. 

Ant. Gentlemen, 

We have lost much plate you know ; and but this evening 

Jewels, to the value of four thousand ducats. 

Are missing in the duchess' cabinet. 

\ 
\ 
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Are the gates shut ? 

Serv. Yes. 

Ant, 'Tis the duchess' pleasure 
Each officer be lock'd into his chamber 
Till the sun-rising ; and to send the keys 
Of all their chests, and of their outward doors 
Into her bed-chamber. She is very sick. 

Bod, At her pleasure. 

Ant. She entreats jou tak't not ill : the innocent 
Shall be the more approved by it. 

Bos, Gentlemen o'th' wood-yard, where's your Switzer 
now? 

Serv. By this hand Hwaa credibly reported by one o'th' 
blackguard.^ [^Exmat Gentlemen. 

Delio. How fares it with the duchess ? 

Ant. She's expos'd 
Unto the worst of torture, pain and fear. 

Delio^ Speak to her all happy comfort. 

Ant. How I do play the fool with mine own danger ! 
You are this night, dear friend, to post to Home : 
My life lies in your service, 

Delio. Do not doubt me. 

Ant. O, 'tis far from me ! and yet fear presents me 
Somewhat that looks like danger. 
,^lio. Believe it, 
/Tis but the shadow of your fear, no more : 
' How superstitiously we mind our evils I 
The throwing down salt, or crossing of a hare, 
Bleeding at nose, the stumbling of a horse. 
Or singing of a cricket, are of power 

^ One of the scullions or lower servants. 
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To daunt whole man in us. Sir, £ure yon well : 
I wish jou all the jojB of a hlest father ; v 

And, for my &ith, lay this unto your breast^ ^ 
Old friends, like old swords, still are trusted hesw {Escit. 

Enter Gasiola. 

^^n'l ^ri yo'' ^^ *^^ ^^rn ^ ^^ of a s on ; 
^ ¥ o OT . iK i fej ^ nTnTnfnd(i him to yflu 

Ant, Blessed comfort ! 
For heaven' sake tend her well : TU presently 

00 set a figure for's nativity. [Exmnt. 

SCENE III. 
Enter Bosola, with a dark lantern. 

Bos. fttim T did hoar n Trnn°" «^^^^^ * list, ha ! 
And the sound came, if I received it right, 
FrCTaa thfl. dnrlwnn^ lodgings^- Th^'s some stratagem 
In the cojofuung all our oourtieffH ^^^'^""■*'-— --^^ 
To their sevend^]sards : I must have part of it ; 
My mtelirgence will fr'eeze else» list, again ! 
It may he 'twas the melancholy hird, 
Best friend of silence and of solitariness. 
The owl, that scream'd so. Ha ! Antonio ! 

Enter Ai^onio. 

Ant. I heard some noise. Who's there ? what art thou ? 

speak. 
Bos. Antonio ? put not your &ce nor body 
To such a forc'd expression of fear : 

1 am Bosola, your friend. 
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Ant, Bosola! 
This mole does undermine me — ^Heard you not 
A noise even now ? 

Bos. From whence ? 

Ant. From the duchess' lodging. 

Bos. Not I: did you? 

Ant. I did, or else I dream'd. 

Bos. Let's walk towards it. 

Ant. No : it may be 'twas 
But the rising of the wind. 

Bos. Very likely : • 
Methinks 'tis very cold, and yet you sweat. 
You look wildly. 

Ant. I have been setting a figure 
For the duchess' jewels. 

Bos. Ah, and how falls your question ? 
Do you find it radical ? 

Ant. What's that to you? 
'Tis rather to be question'd what design, 
When aU men were commanded to their lodgings. 
Makes you a night-walker. 

Bos. In sooth I'll tell you : 
Now all the court's asleep, I thought the devil 
Had least to do here ; I came to say my prayers, 
And if it do offend you I do so. 
You are a fine courtier. 

Ant. This fellow will undo me. 
You gave the duchess apricocks to-day : 
'' Pray heaven they were not poison'd. 

Bos, Poison'd I a Spanish fig^ 

^ Figs were a common medium for poison. 
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For the imputatioii. 

Ant. Traitors axe ever oonfidoDt, 
Till they are discover'd. There were jewels stol'n too : 
In my conceit, none are to be suspected 
More than yourself. 

Bos, You are a false steward. 

AnU Saucy slave, I'll pull thee up by the roots. 

Bos. Maybe the ruin will crush you to pieces. 

Ant. You are an impudent snake indeed, sir. 
Are you scarce warm, and do you show your stmg? 
You libel well, sir. 

Bos. No, sir : copy it out, 
And I will set my hand to't. 

Ant. My nose bleeds. 
One that were superstitious would count 
This ominous, when it merely comes by chance : 
\ Two letters, that are wrote here for my name, 
lAre drown'd in blood I 
Mere accident. — ^For you, sir, I'll take order 
I'th' mom you shall be safe — 'tis that must colour 
Her lying in — sir, this door you pass not ; 
I do not hold it fit that you come near 
The duchess' lodgings, till you have quit yourself. — 
The great are like the base, nay, they are the same, 
When they seek shameful ways to avoid shame. [Exit. 
■ Bos. Antonio hereabout did drop a paper. 

Some of your help, false friend.^ O, here it is : 
"VNTiat's here ? a child's nativity calculated ! 

ITie Duchess was delivered of a son, Hween the hours 
twelve and one in the nighty Anno Dom. 1504, (that's this 

> (To his lantern.) 



1 ® 
I This 
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year) decimo nono Decembris, (that's this night,) taken 
according to the meridian of Malfi (that's our Duchess : 
happy discovery I) The lord of the first house being comhust 
in the hscendant, signifies short life ; and Mars being in a 
human sign, joined to the tail of the Dragon, in the eighth 
house, doth threaten a violent death, Csetera non scru- 
tantur. • 

Why, now 'tis most apparent : this precise fellow 
Is the duchess' bawd — I have it to my wish ! 
This is a parcel of intelligency 
Our courtiers were cas'd up for : it needs must follow, 
That I mjiat-%C"'tS5ffimiHed,'^6frpret^ce 
Of poisonij]igwhar; which I'll endure, and laugh at. 
If one could find the father now ! hut that 
Time will discover. Ol^.-C^^' ^ ' "^*^ '-— 
I'th' morning posts^toJBoflaft^vcfey him Fll B o m i. 
A4ottoiv j tsCBTs ^ll make her brothers' galls 
-^Ce^ow their livers. x£is waTS'lfaifty way. 
Thougfr'hfBftK'nrask in ne'er so strange disguise, 
She's oft found witty, but is never wise. [Exit, 



SCENE IV. 

Enter Cabj)inal, and JuuA. 

Card, Sit: thou art my best of wishes. Prithee tell me^ 
What trick didst thou invent to come to Home 
Without thy husband? 

Julia, Why, my lord, I told him 
1 1 came to visit an old anchorite 
/Here, for devotion. 

Card, Thou art a witty false one ; 
VOL. n. o 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



194 THE DUCHESS OF MALFI. [act n. 

I meaoy to him. 

Julia. Yoa haye preyailM with me 
Bejond m j strongest thoaghts : I would not now 
find jou inconstant. 

Card. Do not put thjself 
To such a Yohmtaiy torture, which proceeds 
Out of jour own guilt. 

Julia. How, mj lord ? 

Card. You fear m j constancy, hecaose you have ap- 
proved 
Those giddj and wild turnings in jouraelf. 

Julia. Did you e'er find them ? 

Card. Sooth, generally ; for women, 
A man might strive to make glass malleahle. 
Ere he should make them fixed. 

Julia. So, my lord. 

Card. We had need go horrow that fantastic glass. 
Invented hy Galileo the Florentine, 
To view another spacious world i'th' moon. 
And look to find a constant woman there. 

Julia. This is very well, my lord. 

Card. Why do you weep ? 
Are tears your justification ? the self-same tears 
Will fall into your husband's bosom, lady. 
With a loud protestation that you love him 
Above the world. Come, I'll love you wisely : 
That's jealousy ; since I am very certain 
You cannot make me cuckold. 

Julia. I'll go home 
To my husband. 

Card. You may thank me, lady : 
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I have taken you off your melancholy perch, 

Bore you upon my fist, and shew'd you game, 

And let you fly at it. — I pray thee kiss me. — 

When thou was't with thy hushand, thou was't watch'd 

Like a tame elephant : — (still you are to thank me :) — 

Thou hadst only kisses from him, and high feeding ; 

But what deUght was that? 'twas just like one 

That hath a little fingering on the lute, 

Yet cannot tune it : — still you are to thank me. 

Julia. You told me of a piteous wound i'th' heart. 
And a sick liver, when you woo'd me first. 
And spake like one in physic. 

Card, Who's that?— 
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Enter Sebvant.* 

Best firm, for my affection to thee. 
Lightning moves slow to't. 

Serv. Madam, a gentleman, 
That's come post from Malfi, desires to see you. 

Card, Let him enter : I'll withdraw. [Exit, 

Serv, He says. 
Your hushand, old Castruccio, is come to Bome, 
Most pitifully tired with riding post. \_Exit. 

Enter Delio. 

Julia. SjgDiorJD^Uo ! 'tis one of my ol dsuitors. 

Delio, I was hold to come"'Sicr seeyouT 

Julia. Sir, you are welcome. 

Delio, Do you he here ? 

Julia, Sure, your own experience 

' Supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
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Will satisfy jouy no : our Eoman prelates 
Do not keep lodging for ladies, 

JDelio, Very well : 
I haye brought you no commendations from jour husband. 
For I know none by him. 

Julia, I hear he's come to Eome. 

Belio, I never knew man and beast, of a horse and a 
knight, 
So weary of each other ; if he had had a good back. 
He would have undertook to have borne his horse, 
His breech was so pitifully sore« 

Julia. Your laughter 
Is my pity.^ 

Delu>. Lady, I know not whether 
You want money, but I have brought you some. 

Julia, From my husband ? 

Belio, No, frx)m mine own allowance. 

Julia, I must hear the condition, ere I be bound to take 
it. 

Delio, Look on't, 'tis gold ; hath it not a fine colour? 

Julia, I have a bird more beautiful, 

Belio, Try the sound on't. 

Jvlia, A lute-string far exceeds it : 
It hath no smell, like cassia, or civet ; 
Nor is it physical, though some fond doctors 
Persuade us seeth't in cullises.* I'll tell you, 
This is a creature bred by 

* I pity that which moves your laughter. 

' A cullis was a strong and savoury broth of boiled meat, 
strained, for debilitated persons : the old receipt books recommend 
<< pieces of gold" among its ingredients. — Dyce. 
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Enter Sbbvant, 

Serv. Your husband's come, 
Hath deliyer'd a letter to the Duke of Calabria, 
That to my thinking, hath put him out of his wits. [^ExiU 

Julia, Sir, jou hear: 
Pray let me know your business, and your suit, 
^.briefly as can be. 

' Delio, With good speed, I would wish you. 
At such time as you are non-resident 
With your husband, my mistress. 

Jfdia, Sir, I'll go ask my husband if I shall. 
And straight return your answer. [Exit 

Ddio, Yerj fine. 
Is this her wit, or honesty, that speaks thus ? 
I heard one say the duke was highly moVd 
With a letter sent from Malfi. I do fear 
Antonio is betrayed : how fearfully 
Shews his ambition now I unfortunate fortune ! 
They pass through whirlpools, and deep woes do shun, 
^ Who the eyent weigh, ere the action's done. l_Eodt, 

SCENE V. 
Enier Cabbinal, and Yebhinand with a letter, 

Ferd. Jjbflg»-lhln h\g]i\ diggVl np a mandiakc. 
Card, Say you ? 

Ferd, And I am grown mad with't. 
Card, What's the prodigy ? 

Ferd. Bead there, a sister damn'd: she's loosei'th' 
¥t^P^ '"^^^ " 
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^:grown a notorious stnimj)et. 

Card. Speak lower. 

Ferd, Lower! 
Bogues do not whisper't now, but seek to publish't . 

(As senrants do the bounty of their lords) 

Aloud ; and with a covetous searching eje, i 

To mark who note them. O, confusion seize her ! < 

She hath had most cunning bawds to senre her turn, 
And more secure conveyances for lust, 
Than to?nis of garrison for service. 

Card, Is't possible ? 
Can this be certain ? 

Ferd, Rhubarb, O, for rhubarb, i 

To purge this choler ! here's the cursed day 
To prompt my memory ; and here't shall stick 
Till of her bleeding heart I make a sponge 
To wipe it out. | 

Card, Why do you make yourself | 

So wild a tempest? 

Ferd. Would I could be one, 
That I might toss her palace 'bout her ears. 

Boot up her goodly forests, blast her meads, ^S| 

And lay her general territory as waste. 
As she hath done her honours. 

Card. Shall our blood. 
The royal blood of Arragon and Castile^ ^ 

Be thus attainted ? 

Ferd. Apply desperate physic : 
We must not now use balsamum, but fire, 
The smarting cupping-glass, for that's the mean 
To purge infected blood, such blood as hers. 
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There is a kind of pity in mine eye, 

I'll give it to my handkerchief ; and now 'tis here 

I'll bequeath this to her bastard. 

Card. What to do? 

Ferd, Why, to make soft lint for his mother's woimds, 
When I have hewed her to pieces. 

Card, Curs'd creature ! 
Unequal nature, to place women's hearts 
So far upon the left side I 

Ferd, Foolish men, 
That e'er will trust their honour in a bark 
Made of so slight weak bulrush as is woman. 
Apt every minute to sink it ! 

Card. Thus 
Ignorance, when it hath purchas'd honour, 
It cannot wield it. 

Ferd. Methinks I see her laughing : — 
Excellent hyena ! Talk to me somewhat, quickly. 
Or my imagination will carry me 
To see her in the shameftil act of sin. 

Card, With whom? 

Ferd. Happily with some strong-thigh'd bargeman. 
Or one o'th' wood-yard, that can quoit the sledge. 
Or toss the bar, or else some lovely squire 
That carries coals up to her privy lodgings. 

Card. You fly beyond your reason. 

Ferd. Go to, mistress ! 
'Tis not your whore's milk that shall quench my wild-fire. 
But your whore's blood. 

Card. How idly shews this rage, which carries you. 
As men convey'd by witches through the air, 
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On violent whirlwinds ! this intemperate noise 
Fitly resemhles deaf men's shrill discoursey 
Who talk aloudy thinking all other men 
'o have their imperfection. 

Ferd. Haye not you 

y palsy? 

Card. Yes ; I can he angry 

ithout this rupture : there is not in nature 
A thing that makes man so deform'd, so heastly^ 
I As doth intemperate anger. Chide yourself. 
/ You have divers men^ who never yet expressed 
I Their strong desire of rest, hut hy unrest, 
I By vexing of themselves. Come, put yourself 
In time. 

Ferd, So : I will only study to seem 
The thing I am not. I could kill her now, 
In you, or in myself; for I do think 
It is some sin in us, heaven doth revenge 
By her. 

Card, Are you stark mad ? 

Ferd, I would have their hodies 
Burnt in a coal-pit with the ventage stopped. 
That their curs'd smoke might not ascend to heaven ; 
Or dip the sheets they lie in in pitch or sulphur. 
Wrap them in't, and then light them like a match ; 
Or else to hoil their hastard to a cullis 
And give't his lecherous father, to renew 
The sin of his hack. 

Card. I'll leave you. 

Ferd. Nay, I have dohe. 
I am confident, had I heen damn'd in hell. 
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And should have heard of this, it would have put me 
Into a cold sweat. >Iii, JPi.I31,.gajJto&p.- 

'J^ill I know who IftnpA my ftifttPT^ J')[l ,]3;n^^ atir! 

^^»t known, iTl^d* Scorpions to string my whips, 
And fix her in a general eclipse. [Exeunt. 



ACT ni.— Scene I. 

Enter Antonio and Delio. 

Antonio, 
IIR noble friend, my most beloved Delio I 
O, you have been a stranger long at court : 
Came you along with the Lord Ferdinand ? 
Delio. I did, sir : and how fares your noble duchess ? 
Ant. Eight fortunately well : she's an excellent 
Feeder of pedigrees ; since you last saw her, 
i She hath had two children more, a son and daughter. 
Delio. Methinks 'twas yesterday; let me but wink, 
And not behold your face — ^which to mine eye 
Is somewhat leaner — ^verily I should dream 
It were within this half hour. 

Ant. You have not been in law, friend Delio, 
Nor in prison, nor a suitor at the court, 
Nor begg'd the reversion of some great man's place. 
Nor troubled with an old wife, which doth make 
Your time so insensibly hasten. 

Delio. Pray, sir, tell me. 
Hath not this news arriv'd yet to the ear 
Ofthe lord Cardinal? 
Ant. I fear it hath : 
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rThe Lord Ferdinand, that's newlj come to conrt, 
JDoth bear himself right dangerously. 

Delia. Pray, why? 

AnU He is so quiet, that he seems to sleep 
The tempest out, as dormice do in winter : 
Those houses that are haunted, are most still 
Till the devil be up. 

Delio. What say the common people ? 
I AtU, The common rabble do directly say 
She is a strumpet. 

Ddio. And your graver heads, 
Which would be politic, what censure^ they? 

Ant. They do observe, I grow to infinite purchase,* 
The left hand way ; and all suppose the duchess 
Would amend it, if she could : for, say they. 
Great princes, though they grudge their officers 
Should have such large and unconfined means 
To get wealth under them, will not complain, 
Lest thereby they should make them odious 
Unto the people ; for other obligation 
Of love or marriage, between her and me, 
They never dream of. 

Delio. The Lord Ferdinand 
Is going to bed. 

Enter Duchess, Fk&dinand, Bosoi.a. 
Ferd. I'll instantly to bed, 
ForJL am w cm yrv XaaaJo.lteqhMdt-. , 

» Think. 

' Furchate — great gains, ordinarily understood, in our author's 
time, as having been acquired by unjust and dishonest mean^. 
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^^ husband Tbr'you. 

Duch, Ftrr ittPj air ! prny vhn it¥? 

Ferd, TSbe geat Count Malatesje. 

Ihich, Fie upon him : 
A count ! he's a mere stick of sugar-candj ; 
You may look quite thorough him. When I choose 
A husband, I will marry for your honour. 

Ferd, You shall do well in't. How is't, worthy An- 
tonio? 

Buck. But, sir, I am to have private conference with you 
About a scandalous report is spread 
Touching mine honour. 

Ferd, Let me be ever deaf to't : 
One of Pasquil's paper-bullets, court-calunmy, 
A pestilent air, which princes' palaces 
Are seldom purg'd of. Yet, say that it were true, 
I pour it in your bosom : my fix'd love 
Woidd strongly excuse, extenuate, nay, deny 

Faults, were they apparent in you. Goj be aafe ^ 

In viMuroWfl lABOWucy.-*-^ 
-^JDudi. 0%ies»2d-tJOlhfort I 
Thin daadljy air in purged. 

[Exeunt all btU Ferdinand and Bosola, 

lerd. Her guilt treads on 
Hot burning culters. Now, Bosola, 
How thrives our intelligence ? 

Bos, Sir, uncertainly : 
'Tis rumour'd she hath had three bastards, but 
By whom, we may go read i'th' stars. 

Ferd, Why some 
Hold opinion, all things are written there* 
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Bos. Yes, if we could find spectacles to read them. 
I do suspect, there hath heen some sorcery 
Us'd on the duchess. 

Ferd. Sorcery ! to what purpose ? 

Bos. To make her dote on some desertless fellow, 
She shames to acknowledge. 

Ferd. Can your faith give way 
To think there's power in potions, or in charms. 
To make us Ioyo whether we will or no ? 

Bos. Most certainly. 

Ferd. Away, these are mere galleries, horrid things, 
Inyented by some cheating mountebanks. 
To abuse us. Do you think that herbs, or charms, 
Can force the will ? Some trials have been made 
In this foolish practice, but the ingredients 
Were lenitive poisons, such as are of force 
To make the patient mad ; and straight the witch 
Swears by equivocation they are in love. 
The witch-craft lies in her rank blood. J^jgJUghtw 
...;J Jri i yw fi e. .(^OT>ffi^ ^ TUP . . , ,, . 

Y fttP.h^ gff*iJ!l^^^" thes e two days, a f alse k ey 
Jiiitn h^RriMrfibftrator. 

Bob. I have. 

Ferd. As I would wish. ^- 

Bos. What do you intend to do ? 

Ferd. Can you guess? 

Bos. No. 

Ferd. Do not ask then : 
He that can compass me, and know my drifts, 
May say he hath put a girdle 'bout the world, 
And sounded all her quicksands. 



f 
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Bos, I do not think bo. 

Ferd, What do you think, then, pray? 

Bo8, That you are 
Your own chronicle too much, and grossly 
Flatter yourself. 

Ferd. Give me thy hand ; I thank thee : 
I never gave pension hut to flatterers. 
Till I entertained thee. Farewell. 
That friend a great man's ruin strongly checks. 
Who rails into his helief all his defects. \Exeunt. 

SCENE n. 
Enter Duchess, Antonio, and Cabiola. 

Duch, Brin^ ;jae t he casket Mther; and tjxe glass. 
You^et^wrl0dging^he»©.4a«mghfc^^my lord. 

Ant. Indeed, I must persuade one. 

Duch» Very good : 
I hope in time 'twill grow into a custom. 
That nohlemen shall come with cap and knee. 
To purchase a night's. lodging of their wives. 

AnU I must lie here. 

Buoh. Must I you are a lord of misrule. 

Ant, Indeed, my rule is only in the night. 

Bw^, To what use will you put me ? 

Ant, We'll sleep together. 

Buck, Alas, 
What pleasure can two lovers find in sleep t 

Cari, My lord, I lie with her often ; and I know 
She'll much disquiet you. 

Ant, See, you are complain'd of. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



206 THE DUCHESS OF MALFL [act m. i 

Cari. For she's the sprawlingest bedfellow. I 

Ant, I shall like her the better for that. 

Cari, Sir, shall I ask you a question ? 

Ant, Ay, pray thee, Cariola. 

Cari, Wherefore still, when you lie with my lady, 
Do you rise so early? 

Ant, Labouring men 
Coimt the clock oftenest, Cariola ; i 

Are glad when their task's ended. J 

Duck, I'll stop your mouth. 

Ant, Nay, that's but one ; Venus had two soft doves ! 

To draw her chariot ; I must have another. | 

When wilt thou marry, Cariola ? ' 

Cari, Never, my lord. 

Ant, O, fie upon this single life ! forego it. i 

We read how Daphne, for her peevish ^ flight, j 

Became a fruitless bay-tree ; Syrinx turn'd 

To the pale empty reed ; Anaxarete ^ 

Was frozen into marble : whereas those ' 

Which married, or prov'd kind unto their friends, 
Were, by a gracious influence, transhap'd 

Into the olive, pomegranate, mulberry, j 

Became flowers, precious stones, or eminent stars. { 

Cari, This is a vain poetry ; but I pray you tell me. 
If there were propos'd me, wisdom, riches, and beauty. 
In three several young men, which should I choose. | 

Ant. 'Tis a hard question : this was Paris' case. 
And he was blind in't, and there was great cause ; -^ 

For how was't possible he could judge right, 1 

Having three amorous goddesses in view, 

* Peeviah — ^foolish. 
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And thej stark naked ? 'twas a motion 

Were able to benight the apprehension 

Of the severest counsellor of Europe. 

Now I look on both jour faces so well form'd, 

It puts me in mind of a question I would ask. 

Cari, Whatis't? 

Ant, I do wonder why hard-favour'd ladies, 
For the most part, keep worse-favour'd waiting-women, 
To attend them, and cannot endure fair ones. 

Duch, O, that's soon answer'd. 
Did you ever in your life know an ill painter 
Desire to have his dwelling next door to the shop 
Of an excellent picture-maker ? 'twould disgrace 
His face-making, and imdo him. I prithee, 
When were we so merry ? My hair tangles. 

AnU Pray thee, Cariola, let's steal forth the room, 
And let her talk to herself: I have divers times 
Serv'd her the like, when she hath chaf 'd extremely. 
I love to see her angry. Softly, Cariola. [ExeuM. 

Duch. Doth not the colour of my hair 'gin to change ? 
When I wax gray, I shall have all the court 
Powder their hair with arras * to be like me. 
You have cause to love me ; I enter'd you into my heart 
Before you would vouchsafe to call for the keys, 

; Eater Febdinand unseen, 

\ We shall one day have my brothers take you napping : 

i Methinks his presence, being now in court, 

\ Should make you keep your own bed ; but you'll say 

i Love mixt with fear is sweetest. I'll assure you, 

* ArroM, — See note, ante p. 116. 
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You shall get no more children till my brothers 
Consent to be your gossips. Have you lost your tongue ? 

'Tis welcome :* 
For know, whether I am doom'd to live or die, 
I can do both like a prince. 

Ferd, Die then quickly. 

[Ferdinand gives her a poniard. 
Virtue, where art thou hid ? what hideous thing 
Is it that doth eclipse thee? 

Duch, Tr&jy sir, hear me. 

Ferd, Or is it true thou art but a bare name, 
And no essential thing ? 

Duch. Sir- 

Ferd, Do not speak. 

Duch, No, sir : 
I will plant my soul in mine ears, to hear you. 

Ferd, O, most imperfect light of human reason. 
That mak'st us* so unhappy to foresee 
What we can least prevent ! Pursue thy wishes. 
And glory in them : there's in shame no comfort, 
But to be past all bounds and sense of shame. 

Du4^, I pray^sk^to tf-m < ^ » H^din married. 

Ferd. So. 

Duch, Happily,* not to your liking : but for that, 
Alas, your shears do come untimely now 
To cHp the bird's wings, that's aheady flown ! 
Will you see my husband ? 

Ferd, Yes, 

* So in the original; but there are evidently some words 
missing. 
^ Us, — supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
' Ferchanoe. 
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If I could change eyes with a basilisk. 

Duch. Sure, jou came hither 
By hisxJOinfederacy. 

FSm. The howling of a wolf 

\ music to thee, screech-owl: prithee, peace. 
( Whate'er thou art that hast enjoy'd my sister, 
?or I am sure thou hears't me, for thine own sake 
Let me not know thee. I come hither prepared 
To work thy discovery ; yet am now persuaded 
It would beget such violent effects 
As would damn us both. I would not for ten millions 
I had beheld thee : therefore use all means 
I never may have knowledge of thy name ; 
Enjoy thy lust still, and a wretched life, 
On that condition. And for thee, vile woman. 
If thou do wish thy lecher may grow old 
In thy embracements, I would have thee build 
Such a room for him as our anchorites 
To holier use inhabit. Let not the sun 
Shine on him, till he's dead ; let dogs and monkies 
Only converse with him, and such dumb things 
To whom nature denies use to sound his name ; 
Do not keep a paraquito,^ lest she learn it ; \ 
If thou do love him, cut out thine own tongue / 
Lest it bewray him. ^,^-— -^ 

Dwih. Why might not I marry? 
I have not gone about in this to create 
Any new world or custom. 

Ferd, Thou art undone ; 
And thou hast ta'en that massy sheet of lead 

* Faroqaet. , 
VOL. n. p 
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That hid thy hushand's bones, and folded it 
About my heart. 

DvLch, Mine bleeds for't ! 

F&rd. Thine! thy heart! 
What should I name% unless a hoUow bullet 
Fill'd with unquenchable wild-fire ? 

Dueh, You are in this 
Too strict ; and were you not my princely brother, 
I would say, too wil^jll^J reputation 
.^ Is safe. ' 

/T^F&rSC. Bost thou know what reputation is ? 
fVVi tell thee, — ^to small purpose, since th' instruction 
/ Comes now too late. 

; Upon a time Beputation, Love, and Death 
^ Would travel o'er the world ; and it was concluded 
That they should part, and take three several ways. 
Death told them, they should find him in great batties, 
Or cities plagu'd with plagues : Love gives them coimsel 
To enquire for him 'mongst unambitious shepherds. 
Where dowries were not talk'd of, and sometimes 
'Mongst quiet kindred, that had nothing left 
By their dead parents : stay, quoth Beputation, 
Do not forsake me ; for it is my nature 
'If once I part from any man I meet, 
I am never found again. And so, for you ; 
J^oujbave.shqok hands with Beputation, 
And made him invislblei^^Tare you well: 
I will never see you more. 

Buck, Why should only I, 
Of all the other princes of the world, 
Be cas'd up, like a holy relic ? I have youth. 
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And a little beauty. 

lerd. So you haye some virgins, / 

That are witches. I will never see thee more."^/ [^Eant 

Enter Antomio wUh a pistol. 

Duch. ^^usaw ^his ftppariti<^Q ? ^ 

Am. Y cgt w e apft 

<^to3[^ How came he hither ? I should turn 

This to thee, for that.^ 

Cari. Pray, sir, do; and when 
That you have cleft my heart, you shall read there 
Mine innocence. 

Dvch. That gallery gave him entrance. 

Ant. I would this terrible thing would come again. 
That, standing on my guard, I might relate 
My warrantable love I Ha ! what means this ? 

IShs shews the poniard, 

Dwih. He left this with me. 

Anl. And it seems, did wish 
You would use it on yourself. 

Duch. His action 
Seem'd to intend so much. 

Ant. This hath a handle to't, 
As well as a point : turn it towards him, 
And so fasten the keen edge in his rank gall. 
How now ! who knocks? more earthquakes ! 

Dwih. I stand 
As if a mine beneath my feet were ready 
To be blown up. 

Cari. 'TisBosoIa. 

To Cariola. 
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Dueh. Away. 
misery ! methinks imjnst actions 
Should wear these masks and curtains, and not we. 
You must instantly part^ hence : I have fiishion'd it already. 

lEscit Antonio. 
EnUrT^omLA. 
Bos, The juke j [oiiir^rothQrJ gJ a^en up in j ^ w^ jifatiod ; 
Hath took horse, and 's rid post to Bome. 

'^'ihicK. "SoTSleT "^ ' 

Bos. He told me, as he mounted into th' saddle, 
You were undone. 

Dueh, Indeed, I am very near it 
Bos, What's the matter? 
I DuicJi, Antonio, the master of our household, 
! Hath dealt so falsely with me in's accounts: 
I My hrother stood engag'd with me for money 
) Ta'en up of certain Neapolitan Jews, 
And Antonio lets the bonds be forfeit. 
Bos, Strange ! — ^this is cunning I 
Dueh. And hereupon 
My brother's bills at Naples are protested 
' Against. Call up our officers. 
. Bos, I shall. . lEvit. 

Enter Antonio. 
Dueh. The place that jrou must fly to, ia.J b>flwia : 
Hiue.a house there ; I'll send afte>you 
My treasure^ aii(!"my jewels. Our weak safety 
Buns upon enginous^ wheels : short syllables, 
Must stand for periods. I £ust now accuse you 
' Depart. * Ingenious; or/pef^ipS|-«Qfla]^cated. 
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^^^^ffittgh IV feifn^Pi^ rrrimiT, nn Taaso oalls 

Magnafdma menzogna^ a poble ] 

^l asse it must shield our filono i^ : — hark^ they are coming ! 

Enter Bosola and OerUlemen, 

Ant, Will your grace hear me ? 
Du4^, I have got well by you ^.j:fi ^ have y ielded me 
A\ million o f loss : I am like to inherit "^ """^ 
je^curse S'fa'-y eur' stewardship, 
rin audiC^Umu iJO he sick, 



The^ 

You had theteic 

Till I had sign'd your Quietus ; and that cur'd you 

Without help of a doctor. Gentlemen, 

I would have this man he an example to you all. 

So shall you hold my favour ; I pray, let him ; 

For h'as done that, alas I you would not think of. 

And, because I intend to be rid of him, 

I mean not to publish. _JTnfi jnm fnrlllTiri fliif "^""^ 

jMt, I am strongly arm'd to brook my overthrow: 
As commonly men bear with a hard year, 
I will not blame the cause on't ; but do think 
The necessity of my malevolent star 
Procures this, not her humour. O, the inconstant 
And rotten ground of service I you may see, 
'Tis even like him, that in a winter night. 
Takes a long slumber o'er a dying fire, 
A-loath to part from't ; yet parts thence as cold, 
As when he first sat down. 

Ihuih, >Wedo con^ 

Tnwarrifl tjy? ftViafyrVg "%**<^^fi»"TitH, 
A ll that you have. 

Ant. I am all yours ; and 'tis very fit 
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All mine shotild be so. 

Ihi£h, So, sir, jou hare your pass. 

AinA. You may see, gentlemen^ ^^^.iJ^. H^tpserre 
A prince ^tKTxktjand souir \Ea^. 

SosT^ef ^ an eiam ple for extortion ; what moisture 
Is drawn out of the sea, when foul weather comes 
Pours down, and runs into the sea again. 

Duch, I would know what are your opinions 
Of this Antonio. 

Second Off.'Eie could not abide to see a pig's head 
gaping : I thought your grace would find him a Jew. 

Third Off. I would you had been his officer, for your 
own sake. 

Fowrfih Off. You would haye had more money. 

lirzt Off. He stopped his ears with black wool, and to 
those came to him for money, said he was thick of hearing. 

Second Off, Some said he was an hermaphrodite, for 
he could not abide a woman. 

Fourth Off, How scurvy proud he would look, when the 
treasury was full ! weU, let him go. 

Mrst Off. Yes, and the chippings of the battery fly 
after him, to scour his gold chain. 

Ihich. Leave us. [Exeunt. 

What do you think of these ? 

Bos. That these are rogues, that in 's prosperity. 
But to have waited on his fortune, could have wish'd 
His dirty stirrup rivetted through their noses ; 
And folloVd afiter 's mule, like a bear in a ring. 
Would have prostituted their daughters to his lust ; 
Made their first-bom intelligencers ;^ thought none happy 

* Informers. 
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But such as were bom under his blest planet, 
And wore his livery : and do these lice drop off now? 
Well, never look to have the like again : 
He hath left a s(»i;^ of flattering rogues behind him ; 
Their doom must Mow. Princes pay flatterers 
In their own money: flatterers dissemble their vices, 
And they dissemble their lies ; that's justice. 
JJas, poor gentle man I 

Duch. ^^^1^*^"*^ ftmp^y ^^V^ hi« pQARp^yft- 
J fe^Coure he wja too honest. Flutus, the god of riches, 
When he's sentbyTfupiJerlo any man. 
He goes limping, to signify that wealth 
That comes on god's name, comes slowly ; but when he's 

sent 
On the devil's errand, he rides post and comes in by scuttles.^ 
Tin t T Tin jJtfBr j jji j ; w hniti i i i mm li nn r ii l ii nl jnyrl 
You have in a wanton humour flirown away, 
To 'Bless the mSn shall Sn31a3ir"'Se liBAdSTSS^IJ^XSt**^ 

Owirfip,r, .and irmut fiwibM^jufi^Sair^^^ thought it 

As beastly to knoW his own value too little> 

As devilish to acknowledge it too much. 

Both his virtue and form deserv'd a far better fortune. 

His discourse rather delighted to judge itself^ than shew 

itself: 
His breast was fill'd with all perfection^ 
And yet it seemed a private whispering^roomi 
It made so little noise of 't» 

JDmh, Bu i he was basely desc ended. 

Bos. Will you make yourself a mercenary herald. 
Bather to examine men's pedigrees, than virtues ? 

1 Company. * Scuttle, "to walk fast."— Halliwell. 
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For know an honest statesman to a prince. 
Is liko. a cedar planted bj a spring : 
The spring bathes the tree's root, the grateful tree 
Eewards it with his shadow — ^jou have not done so. 
I would sooner swim to the Bermoothes^ on 
Two politicians' rotten bladders, tied 
Together with an inteUigeneer's heart-string, 
Than depend on so changeable a prince's favour. 
•Fare thee well, Antonio ! since the malice of the world 
Would needs down with thee, it cannot be said yet 
That «fty,in happfioei flDttp tW^ coFwdfttiug^lte^ 
^Wfta Acpompamed with y^ 

Dach. Qx jou render me excellent lausic I 
5os^ Saj jou f_ . ■ 

Duch, This good one that y ou spe ak of, is my husband*. 
5o5/1^5TnoriM'eam ? can this ambitious age 
Have so mnch goodness in't, as to prefer 
A man merely for worth, without these shadows 
Of wealth and painted honours ? possiHle ? 
Duch. I have had three children by him. 
Bos, Fortunate lady ! 
For you have made your private nuptial bed 
The humble and fair seminary of peace. 
No question but many an unbenefic'd scholar 
Shall pray for you for this deed, and rejoice 
That some preferment in the world can yet 
Arise from merit. The virgins of your land 
That have no dowries, shall hope your example 
Will raise them to rich husbands. Should you want 

> The Bermudas. 
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Soldiers^ 'twould make the very Turks and Moors 

Turn Christians', and serve you for this act. 

Last, the neglected poets of jour time^ 

In honour of this trophy of a man, 

EaU'd by that curious en^e, your white hand, 

Shall thank you, in your grave, for't ; and make that 

More reverend than all the cabinets 

Of living princes. For Antonio, 

Hin ^ faipf fihn" KV^nT^a^^ ^ tny -f^ff^ many a p^n, 

When heralds shall want cpats to sell to men. 

Du6h. ^,.1. tflflttfi flOTpfnrf. in tMs fnendly speech. 
So would Ifip^jsonoflalflaepfe 

TSo^ Qfc^tjhfi flp/*.rpit of .my jirinoe^ 
Which. I will>TOai!.ffl^J33LiggJ J!LP^ ^7 beart ! 

.JTou shall take charge of all my coin and jewels^ , 
And^foUfi 

i^ AjLC ona. 

Bo8. Let me think : 
I would wish your grace to feign a pilgrimage 
To our lady of Loretto, scarce seven leagues 
From fair Ancona ; $o may you depart 
Your country with more honour, and your flight 
Will seem a princely progress, retaining 
Your usual train about you. 

Duch, Sir, your direction 
Shall lead me by the hand. 

Cari. In my opinion. 
She were better progress to the baths at Lucca, 



??7«n^tm?T?3!irtwgs 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



218 TSE DUCHESS OF ILfLFT. [act m. 

Or go visit the Spa 

In Germany; fbry if joa will believe me, 
I do not like this jesting with religion^ 
This feigned pilgrimage. 

Dttch. Thou art a superstitioiis fool I 
Prepare us instantly for our departure. 
Past sorrows, let us moderately lament them, 
For those to come, seek wisely to prevent them. 

[Exewnt Dwhess and Cariola. 

Boa. A politician is the devil's quilted anvil ; 
He feuhions all sins on him, and the blows 
Are never heard : he may work in a lady's chamber. 
As here for proof.<;>-4rhst wosfg but I raverf 
AJ9 to my loj;d^? O, this base quality 
Of mtelligenoer! why, every quality i'th' worid 
Prefers but gain or commendation. 
Now, for this act I am certain to be rais'd. 
And men that paint weeds to the life, are prais'd. [JE^. 

SCENE m. 

Enter Cardinal^ Tisbdinand, Malatbstb, Pescasa, 
Delio, and Silvio. 

Card. Must we turn soldier then? 
Mai. The emperor, 
Hearing your worth that way, ere you attain'd 
This reverend garment, joins you in commission 
With the right fortunate soldier, the Marquess of Pescara, 
{ And the famous Lannoy. 
\ Card. He that had the honour 
yf taking the French king prisoner ? 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



sc. m.] THE DUCHESS OF MALFL 219 

Mah The same. 
Here's a plot^ drawn for a new fortification 
At Naples. 

Ferd. This great Count Malateste^ I perceire. 
Hath got employment?* 

Delio, No employment^ my lord ; 
A marginal note in the muster-hook^ that he is 
A voluntary lord. 

Ferd. He's no soldier. 

Delia, He has worn gunpowder in's hollow toothy for the 
tooth-ache. 

Sil. He comes to the leaguer with a full intent 
To eat fresh heef and garlic, means to stay 
Till the scent he gone^ and straight return to court. 

Delio, He hath read all the late service. 
As the City Chronicle relates it : 
And keeps two pewterers' going, only to express 
Batdes in modeL 

Sil Then he'll fight hy the hook. 

DeliQ. By the almanack, I think, 
To choose good days, and shun the criticid ; 
That's his mistress' scarf. 

Sil, Yes, he protests 
He would do much for that taffata. 

Delio, I think he Vould run away from a hattle, 
To save it from taking prisoner. 

> Plan. 

* The friendly oomment? upon Malateste which follow aie, bf 
course, spoken apart from their subject. 

' L e. to make models m pewter of the events. Pewter, it may 
be observed, was formerly considered costly furniture. The 
Northumberland Household Book shows that pewter was hired 
by the year, even in noble fieunilies. — ^Nabbs. 
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SU. He is horribly afraid 
Gunpowder will spoil the perfume on't. 

Delio. I saw a Dutchman break his pate onoe 
For calling him pot-gun ; he made his head 
Have a bore in't like a musket. 

Sil, I would he had made a touchhole to't. 
He is indeed a guarded sumpter-doth^ 
Only for the remove of the court. 

Enter Bosola. 

tPes. Bosola arriVd ! what should be the business? 
Some falling out amongst the cardinals. 
These factions amongst great men, they are like 
Foxes, when their heads are divided. 
They carry fire in their tails, and all the country 

(^out them goes to wrack for't. 
Sil. What's that Bosola? 
Lelio. I knew him in Padua, — ^a fantastical scholar. 
Like such, who study how many knots was in 
Hercules' dub, of what colour Achilles' beard was, 
Or whether Hector were not troubled 
With the tooth-ache. 

He hath studied himself half blear-eyed to know 
The true symmetry of Ciesar's nose by a shoeing-hOTn ; 

and this 
He did to sain the name of a speculatiye man. 

' H I ^ ^ I Jill ii'*' " " " ' 

Pes. Mark prince Ferdinand: 
A very salamander lives in's eye, 
To mock the eager violence of fire. 

SU. That Cardinal hath made more bad faces with his 
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oppression than ever Michael Angelo made good ones : he 
lifb up's nose^ like a foul porpoise before a storm. 
Pes. The Lord Ferdinand laughs. 
Delio. Like a deadly cannon. 
That lightens ere it smokes. 

Pea, These are jour true pangs of death, 
The pangs of life, that struggle with great statesmen. 
Ddio. In such a deformed silence, witches whisper their 

charms. 
Card. Doth she make religion her ridinghood 
To keep her from the sun and tempest ? 

Ferd. That, that damns her. 
Methinks her fault and beauty, 
Hended together, shew like leprosy, 
The whiter, the fouler. I make it a question 
"Whether her beggarly brats were ever christen'd. 

Card, I win instantly solicit the state of Ancona 
To have them banish'd. 

Ferd, You are for Loretto : 
I shall not be at your ceremony ; fare you weU. 
Write to the Duke of Mal£, my young nephew 
She had by her first husband, and acquaint him 
I With's mother's honesty. 
I Bos. I will. 
Ferd. Antonio I 

slave that only smell'd of ink and counters, 
d never in's life look'd like a gentleman, 
it in the audit-time. Qo, go presently, 
w me out an hundred and fifty of our horse. 
And meet me at the fort-bridge. [Exewai, 
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SCENE IV. 

J^iter Two Filobdcs to iht Shrine cf our Lady of 

LoretU), 
First PU. I hare not seen a goodlier shrine than this^ 
Yet I haye visited many. 

Second PiL The cazdinal of Arragon 
Is this day to resign his cardinal's hat : 
His sister dnchess likewise is arriy^d 
To pay her vow of pilgrimage. I expect 
A noble ceremony. 

First Pil. No question. They come. 

[Here the ceremony of the CardvMJUs instalment, in 
the habit of a soldiery performed in delivering np 
his crossy hat, robes, and ring, at the skrine, and in- 
vesting him with sword, helmet, tJiield, and spurs: 
then Antonio, the Duchess, and their children, hew- 
ing presented themselves at iJie shrine, are, by a form 
of hanisJiment in dumb-shew expressed towards 
them by the Cardinal and the state of Ancona, 
banished. During all wTneh ceremony, this ditty 
is sung, to very solemn music, by divers churchmen, 
and then exeunt : 

AivoA, and honours deck thy story/ 
To thy fame's eternal glory : 
\ Adverse fortune ever fly thee ; 
No disastrous fate come nigh thee. 

* The 4to. of 1623 has this marginal note t '^ The author dis- 
claims this ditty to be his." 
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I alone will sing ihy praises, 

Whom to honour virtue raises ; 

And thj study, that divine is. 

Bent to martial discipline is. 

Lay aside all those rohes lie by thee ; 

Crown thy arts with arms, theyTl beautify thee. 

O, worthy of worthiest name, adom'd in this manner. 

Lead bravely thy forces on, under war's warlike ban- 
ner I 

O, may'st thou prove fortunate in all martial courses ! 

Guide thou still by skill in arts and forces : 
Yictgry attend thee nigh, whilst fame sings loud thy powers ; 
Triumphant conquest crown thy head, and blessings pour 
down showers ! , 

"First Ptl, Here's a strange turn of state ! who would 
have thought 
^So great a lady would have match'd herself 
Jnto so mean a person ? yet the cardinal 
ears him much too cruel. 
Second Pil, They are banish'd. 
Iirst PU. But I would ask what power hath this state 
Of Ancona, to determine of a free prince ? 
Second Pit, They are a free state, sir, and her brother 
shew'd 
How that the Pope fore-hearing of her looseness. 
Hath seiz'd into the protection of the church 
The dukedom, which she held as dowager. 
First PU. But by what justice ? 
Second PU, Sure I think by none, 
Only her brother's instigation. 
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First Pll. What was it with such Tiolence he took 
Off from her finger? 

SeeoTid Pil, 'Twas her wedding ring, 
Which he voVd shortly he would sacrifice 
To his revenge. . 

First Pil. Alas, Antonio ! 
If that a man be thrust into a well, 
No matter who sets hand to't,.his own weight 
Win bring him sooner to th' bottom. Come, let's hence. 
Fortune makes this conclusion general. 
All things do help th' unhappy man to fall. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Duchess, Antonio, Childben, Cabiola, and 
Sebvants. 

Dtuih, Banish'd Ancona ! 

Ant. Yes, you see what power 
Lightens in great men's breath. 

Litch. Is all our train 
Shrunk to this poor remainder ? 

Ant. These poor men. 
Which have got little in your service, vow 
To take your fortune : but your wiser buntings,^ 
Now they are fledg'd, are gone. 

Ihieh. They have done wisely. 
This puts me in mind of death : physicians thus, 
With their hands full of money, use to give o'er 
Their patients. 

* BufUing, — a woodlark.*-HALLn^LL. 
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Ant, Eight the fashion of the world : 
From decay'd fortunes every flatterer shrinks ; 
Men cease to build where the foimdation sinks. 

Buck. I had a very strange dream to night. 

Ant. Whatwas't? 

Dtich, Methought I wore my coronet of state, 
And on a sudden all the diamonds 
Were chang'd to pearls. 

Ant. My interpretation 
Is, you'U weep shortly ; for to me the pearls 
Do signify your tears. 

JDueh. The birds that live i'th' field 
On the wild benefit of nature, live 
Happier than we ; for they may choose their mates. 
And carol their sweet pleasures to the spring. 

Enter Bosola with a Utter., 

Bos, You are happily o'erta'en. 

Ihwh. From my brother? 

Bos. Yes, from the Lord Ferdinand, your brother, 
All love and safety. 

Bu4:h. Thou dost blanch mischief, 
Would'st make it white. See, see, like to calm weather 
At sea before a tempest, false hearts speak fair 
To those they intend most mischief. 
Send Antonio to me; I want his head in a business. 

[Beads the letter. 
A politic equivocation I 

He doth not want your counsel, but your head ; 
That is, he cannot sleep till you be dead. 
And here's another pitfall that's strew'd o'er 

VOL. n. Q 
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With roses ; mark it^ 'tis a cunning one ; 

/ stand engaged for your husband, for several debts at 

Naples : let not that trouble him ; I had rather have his 

heart than his money : 

And I belieye so too. 

Bos. What do you believe? 

Ihich. That he so much distrusts my husband's love^ 
He will by no means believe his heart is with him. 
Until he see it : the devil is not cunning enough 
To circumvent us in riddles. 

Bos, Will you reject that noble and free league 
Of amity and love, which I present you? 

Duch. Their league is like that of some politic kings^ 
Only to make themselves of strength and power 
^To be our after-ruin : tell them so. 

Bos. And what from you ? 

Ant. Thus tell him ; I will not come. 

Bos. And what of this ? 

Ant. My brothers have dispers'd 
Blood-hounds abroad ; which till I hear are muzzled. 
No truce, though hatch'd with ne'er such politic skill, 
Is safe, that hangs upon our enemies' will. 
I'll not come at them. 

Bos. This proclaims your breeding : 
Every small thing draws a base mind to fear, 
As the adamant draws iron. Fare you well, sir : 
You shall shortly hear from 's. lEont. 

Duch. I suspect some ambush : 
Therefore by all^oy'ToveT'do'conjure you 
folaEejo^O^gjte^^ 
Let us not venture all this poor remainder, 
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In one unlucky bottom. 

Ant, You counsel safely. 
Best of my life, farewell, since we must part : 
Heaven hath a hand in't : but no otherwise, 
Than as some curious artist takes in sunder 
A clock, or watch, when it is out of frame^ 
To bring't in better order. 

Daeh, I know not which is best. 
To see you dead, or part with you. Farewell, boy : 
Thou art happy, that thou hast not understanding 
To know thy misery ; for all our wit 
And reading brings us to a truer sense 
Of sorrow. In the eternal church, sir, 
I do hope we shall not part thus. 

Ant, 0, be of comfort ! 
Make patience a noble fortitude. 
And think not how unkindly we are us'd : 
Man, like to cassia, is prov'd best, being bruis'd. 

Duch. Must I, like to a slave-born Eussian, 
Account it praise to suffer tyranny ? 
And yet, O heaven, thy heavy hand is in't I 
I have seen my little boy oft scourge his top. 
And compared myself to't : nought made me e'er go right 
But heaven's scourge-stick. 

AtU, Do not weep : 
Heaven fashion'd us of nothing ; and we strive 
r To bring ourselves to nothing. Farewell, Cariola, 
And thy sweet armful. If I do never see thee more. 
Be a good mother to your little ones. 
And save them from the tiger : fare you well. 

Duch, Let me look upon you onoe more, for that speech 
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Came from a dying fiither: your kiss is colder 
Than that I hare seen an holj anchorite 
Give to a dead man's skdl. 

Ant, Mj heart is tum'd to a heayj lump of lead, 
With which I sound mj danger : fare jou weU. [Exit, 

Duck. Mj laurel is all wither'd. 

Cart. Look, madam^ what a troop of armed men 
Make toward us. 

Enter Bosola and Soldiebs, with vizards, 

Duch. O, they are vS-yVelc'dflTOi 

When fortune's wheel is over-charg'd with princes, 
The weight makes it move swift : I would have my ruin 
Be sudden. I am your adventure, am I not ? 

Bos. You are : you must see your husband no more. 

Duch. What de^ arc thou, that counterfeits heayen's 
thunder? 

Bos. Is that terrible ? I would have you tell me 
Whether is that note worse that frights the silly birds 
Out of the com, or that which doth allure them 
To the nets ? you have hearken'd to the last too much. 

Dmh. O misery ! like to a rusty o'er-charg'd cannon. 
Shall I ne'er fly in pieces ? Come, to what prison ? 

Bos. To none. 

Duch. WhiAerj^ then ? 

Bos. TQ,your_palace.^ 

Du4^. I have heard that Charon's boat serves to convey 
All o'er the dismal lake, but brings none back again. 

Bos. YouiJ)Poth«C8jmean you sgj^jf and pity. 

Duch. Pity ! With suchlTpity men preserve alive 
Pheasants and quails, when they are not fat enough 
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To be eaten. 

Bos, These are your children ? 

Duch. Yes. 

Bos, Can they prattle ? 

Duch, No: 
But I intend^ since they were horn accurs'd^ 
Curses shall be their first language. 

Bos, Fie, madam, 
Forget this base, low fellow. 

Diidi, Were I a man, 
I'd beat that counterfeit &ce into thy other. 

Bos, One of no birth. 

Buck, Say that he was bom mean, 
Man is most happy when's own actions 
Be arguments and examples of his virtue. 

Bos, A barren, beggarly virtue. 

Duch, I prithee who is greatest? can you tell? 
Sad tales befit my woe : I'll tell you one. 
A sohnon, as she swam unto the sea. 
Met with a dog-fish, who encounters her 
With this rough language : Why art thou so bold 
To mix thyself with our high state of floods. 
Being no eminent courtier, but one 
That for the cahnest, and fresh time o'th' year 
Dost live in shallow rivers, rank'st thyself 
With silly smelts and shrimps ? and darest thou 
Pass by our dog-ship without reverence ? 
O, quoth the salmon, sister, be at peace : 
Thank Jupiter, we both have past the net ! 
Our value never can be truly known, 
Till in the fisher's basket we be shown : 
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I' th' market then my price may be the higher, 
Eyen when I am nearest to the cook and fire. 
So to great men the moral may be stretched ; 
Men oft are yaluM high, when th' are most wretched. 
"IBjit come, wESffier ^i^n plfej^ 'TfiB! mm'd V^Hnhisery ; 
Bent to alTswaYS nf tlift nppr fi fMJ ttrJs will: — ~ 

There's no deep valley but near some grearhill^TiSreMnf . 



ACT rV.— Scene I. 

Enter Feedinand arid Bosola, 

Ferdinand, 
OW ^^ 'm P^'?tfir fitt^)?^^.!^^ herself 

[ Jft Jifijumpiiaowjaent ? 

Bo8, .goblj^ I'll describe her. 
;Shfi!ft.j§j|4ijis one long us'd to't, and she seems 
Eather to welcome the end of misery, 
Than shun it ; a behaviour so noble. 
As gives a majgaty to .^Yfiraity: 
-.5innilay*3iscem the shape of loveliness 
More perfect in her tears than in her smiles : 
She will muse for hours together ; and her silence, 
Methinks, expresseth more than if she spake^ 

PrW ^ TTrr mrlnnf^n^j i ■ \^ hr fniti^ ^ 

With a strange disdain. 
*^*t2R»r-^5kHB^T'and this restraint, 
like English mastiffs that grow fierce with tying. 
Makes her too passionately apprehend 
Those pleasures she's kept from. 
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Ferd, Curse upon her ! 
I will no longer study in the book 
Of another's heart. Inform her what I told you. [EociU 

Enter Duchbss, 

Bos, All comfort to your grace. 
Duch, I will haye none. 
Pray thee, why dost thou wrap thy poison'd pills 
, In gold and sugar ? 
/' Bos, Your elder brother, the Lord Ferdinand, 
f Is come to visit you, and sends you word, 
I 'Cause once he rashly made a solemn tow 
I Never to see you mwe, he comes i W night ; 
\ And prays you gently neither torch nor taper 
I Shine in your chamber : he will kiss your hand, 
\ And reconcile himself; but, for his vow, 
I He dares not see you. 
' Duch, At his pleasure. 
Take hence the lights ; he's come. 

Enter Febj>inanp. 

Ferd, Where are you ? 

Duch, Here, sir. 

Ferd, This darkness suits you well. 

Duch, I would ask you pardon. 

Ferd, You have it; 
For I account it the honorabl'st revenge. 
Where I may kill, to pardon. Where are your cubs ? 

Duch, Whom? 

Ferd, Call them your children. 
For though our national law distinguish bastards 
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From trae legitimate issue, oompassionate nature 
Makes tliem all equal. 

Dueh. Do joa visit me for this ? 
Tou violate a sacrament o W church 
Shall make jou howl in hell Wt. 

Ferd. It had heen well. 
Could you have liy'd thus always ; for indeed. 
You were too much i'th' light — ^but no more ; 
I come to seal my peace with you. Here's a hand, 

lOiyes her a d^^gd^man^rilShd, 
To whifibiyQu have T0w;'d much love ; the nng upon't 
You gave. - - 

Dueh. I affectionately kiss it. 

Ferd, Pray do, and bury the print of it in your heart. 
I wift4ettr9 this ring with jfmju_fcr a lovertQfef|n ; 
And the ^andy tts swc^ ffntlm iiii£j_ and do not douht 
But you shall have the heart too : when you need a friend, 
Send it to him that ow'd^ it ; you shall see 
Whether he can aid you. 

Dueh, You are very cold : 
I fear you are not well after your travel. 
Hal lights! 0,ho]TibleI 

Ferd. Let her have lights enough. [Eant. 

Du/ch, What witchcraft doth he practise, that he hath left 
A dead man's hand here? 

[Here is discovered, behind a traverse, the artificial 
figures of Antonio and his children, ajopear- 
i ing as if they were dead. 

Bos, Look you, here's the piece, from which 'twas ta'en. 
IJe doth present you this sad spectacle, 

f ' Owned, possessed. 
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That, now you know directly they are dead, 
Hereafter you may wisely cease to grieve 
For that which cannot be recovered. 

Duch. There is not between heaven and earth one wish 
I stay for after this : it wastes me more 
Than were't my picture, fashion'd out of wax. 
Stuck with a magical needle, and then buried 
In some foul dunghill '^ and yond's an excellent property 
For a tyrant, which I would account mercy* 

Bos. What's that? 

Duch. If they would bind me to that lifeless trunk, 
And let me freeze to death. 

Bos. Come, you must live. 

Duch. That's the greatest torture souls feel in hell, 
In hell that they must live, and cannot die. 
Portia, I'll new kindle thy coals again. 
And revive the rare and almost dead example 
Of a loving wife. 

Bos. O fie ! despair ? remember 
You are a Christian. 

Duch. The church enjoins &sting : 
I'll stgrya myaglf to^eath. 
•^"So*. Leave this vain sorrow. 
Things being at the worst, begin to mend : the bee 
When he hath shot his sting into your hand. 
May then play with your eyelid. 

Dwih. Good comfortable fellow ! 
Persuade a wretch that's broke upon the wheel 
To have all his bones new set ; entreat him live 

' In allusion to the mode by which witches were supposed gra- 
dually to destroy those whom they were incited to kill. 
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To be executed again. Who must dispatch me? 
I account this world a tedious theatre. 
For I do pUj a part in't 'gainst my will. 

Bos, Come, be of comfort ; J will: 8aY^..yfiasJife; 

Dwch. Indeed I have not leisure to tend so snudl a busi- 
ness. 

Bos. Now, by my life, I pity you. 

Duck, Thou art a fool then, 
To waste thy pity on a thing so wretched 
As cannot pity itself. I am full of daggers. 
Puff, let me blow these yipers from me. 

X 

Enter Sebyaitt. 

What are } a . 

Serv, One that wishes you long life. 

Duch. I would thou wert hang'd for the horrible curse 
Thou hast giyen me : I shall shortly grow one 
Of the miracles of pity. I'll go pray ; no, 
I'll go curse. 

Bos. O, fie I 

Dudi. I could curse the stars. 

Bos. O, fearful I 

Ihicli. And those three smiling seasons of the year 
Into a Eussian winter : nay, the world 
To its first chaos. 

Bos. Look you, the stars shine still. 

Dudi. O, but you must remember. 
My curse hath a great way to go : — 
Plagues, that make lanes through largest families, 
Consume them 1 

Bos. Fie, lady. 
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Dmh, Let them like tyrants 
Never be remember'd, but for the ill they have done ; 
Let all the zealous prayers of mortified 
Churchmen forget them 1 

Bos. Oy uncharitable ! 

Dwih* Let heaven, a little while, cease crowning martyrs, 
To punish them ! Go, hbwl them this, and say, I long to 

bleed : 
It is some mercy when men kill with speed. \Eant, 

Enter Febdinand. 
Ferd. Excellent, as I would wish ; she's nlagu'd in art : 



[ These presentations are but fram'd in 
iBy the curious master in that quality, 
f^incentio Lauriola, and she takes them 
?ov true substantial bodies. 

Bos, Why do you do this ? 

Ffird, To bring her to despair. 

Bos, 'Faith, \mk faure. 
And ^ no farther in your crue lty ; 
Send her a penitential garment to put on 
Next to her delicate skin, and furnish her 
With beads, and prayer-books. 

Ferd, Damn her ! that body of hers. 
While that my blood ran pure in't, was more worth 
Than that which thou wouldst comfort, called a soul. 
I will send her masks of common courtesans, 

fTTfl.ye her meat serv'd up by bawds and ruffians, 
d, 'cause she'll needs be mad, I am resolv'd 
remove forth the common hospital 
the mad-folk, and place them near her lodging ; 
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\ There let them practise together, sing and dance, 
; And act their gambols to the full o'th' moon : 
1 If she can sleep the better for it, let her. 
\ Your work is almost ended. 
Bos, Must I see her again ? 
Ferd. Yes. 
Bos. Never. 
Ferd, You must. 
Bos, Never in mine own shape ; 
That's forfeited by my intelligence,* 
And this last cruel lie : w]^ea,jcott-8exuLme.jiext, 
The business 6hftlXJ)je JSQBftfort, 

Ferd, Very likely; 
Th^Lpii^Jsjiot&Mi^'^fknr-tMhee^-^Afitomo 
Lurks about Milan : thou shalt shortly thither, 
To feerarfil©^«»«gre!«rar^ 
Which never will slack till it have spent his fuel : 
Intemperate agues make physicians cruel. [Exeunt^ 



SCENE II. 
Enter Dttchess and Cabiola. 

Diuih, What hideous noise was that ? 
Cari. 'Tis the wild consort^ 
• madmen, lady, which your tyrant brother 
ath plac'd about your lodging : this tyranny, 
|I think, was never practised till this hour. 

Duch. Indeed, I thank him : nothing but noise and folly 

* My having tarned informer. 

* An old form of concert. 
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Can keep me in my right wits ; whereas reason 
And silence make me stark mad. Sit down ; 
Discourse to me some dismal tragedy* 

Cari, O, 'twill increase your melancholy. 

Duch, Thou art deceiv'd : 
To hear of greater grief would lessen mine. 
This is a prison. 

Oari, Yes, but you shall live 
To shake this durance off. 

Ihich. Thou art a fool : 
The robin-red-breast and the nightingale 
Never live long in cages. 

Cari, Pray, dry your eyes : 
What think you of, madam ? 

Ihicli, Of nothing; 
When I muse thus, I sleep. 

CaH. Like a madman, with your eyes open ? 

Dost thou think we shall know one another 
f n th' other world ? 

JJar i, Yes, out of question. 

Buck* O^tha t it were possible we might 

Frqm thftm l.abotdd learn somewhat, I am sure, 

I nevei^ jfegU know here. I'll tell thee a miracle ; 

I am not mad yet, to my cause of sorrow : 

Th' heaven o'er my head seems made of molten brass. 

The earth of flaming sulphur, yet I am not mad. 

I am acquainted with sad misery, 

As the tann'd galley-slave is with his oar ; 

Necessity makes me suffer constantly. 

And custom makes it easy. Whom do I look like now ? 
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Can. Like to your picture in the gallery, 
A deal of life in show, but none in practice ; 
Or rather like some reyerend iponument 
Whose ruins are eyen pitied. 

Dvjch, Very proper ; 
And fortune seems only to haye her eyesight, 
To behold my tragedy. How now ! 
What noise is that? 

Enter Sbbvant. 

Serv, I am come to tell you. 
Your brother hath intended you some sport. 
A great physician, when the pope was sick 
Of a deep melancholy, presented him 
With seyeral sorts of madmen, which wild object 
Being fuU of change and sport, forc'd him to laugh, 
And so th' imposthume broke : the sel&ame cure 
The duke intends on you. 

Dmh, Let them come in. 

Enter Madmen. 

Serv. There's a mad lawyer ; and a secular priest ; 
A doctor, that hath forfeited his wits 
By jealousy ; an astrologian 
That in his works said, such a day o'th' month 
Should be the day of doom, and failing of 't. 
Ban mad ; an Enghsh tailor, craz'd i'th' brain 
With the study of new fashions ; a gentleman usher. 
Quite beside himself with care to keep in mind 
\ The number of his lady's salutations, 
yr " how do you," she employed him in each morning ; 
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A fanner too^ an excellent knaye in grain, 
Mad 'cause he was hinder'd transportation ;^ 
And let one broker that's mad loose to these. 
You'd think the devil were among them. 

Duch, Sit, Oariola. Let them loose when you please, 
For I am chain'd to endure all your tyr^ny. 

Here hy a madman this Song is sung, to a dismal hind of 
^-'^ music* 

|0, let us howl some heavy note, 
I Some deadly dogged howl, 
^Sounding, as from the threatening throat 

Of beasts and fatal fowl ! 
As ravens, screech-owls, bulls, and bears, 

We'll bell, and bawl our parts, 
Till irksome noise have doy'd your ears. 

And corrasiv'd^ your hearts. 
At last, whenas our quire wants breath, 

Our bodies being blest. 
We'll sing, like swans, to welcome death. 
And die in love and rest. 

First Madman, Doom's-day not come yet I I'll draw it 
nearer by a perspective, or make a glass that shall set all 
the world on fire upon an instant. I cannot sleep; my 
pillow is stuffed with a litter of porcupines. 

Second Madman, Hell is a mere glass-house, where the 
devils are continually blowing up women's souls on hollow 
irons, and the fire never goes out. 

' Prohibited fix)m exporting his com. 
* Corrano^d, i. e. oorrosiy'd, corroded. 




Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



240 THE DUCHESS OF MALFL [act iv. 

Third Madman. I will lie with every woman in my 
parish the tenth night ; I will ty the them oyer like hay- 
cocks. 

Fourth Madman. Shall my 'pothecary outgo me^ be- 
cause I am a cuckold ? I haye found out his roguery ; he 
makes alum of his wife's urine, and sells it to Puritans 
that have sore throats with overstraining. 

First Madman. I have skill in heraldry. 

Second Madman. Hast? 

First Madman. You do give for your crest a woodcock's 
heady with the brains picked out on't ; you are a very an- 
cient gentleman. 

Third Madman. Greek is turned Turk : we are only to 
be saved by the Helvetian translation.^ 

First Madman, Come on, sir, I will lay the law to you. 

Second Madman, O, rather lay a corrasive ; the law 
will eat to the bone^ 

Third Madman. He that drinks but to satisfy nature, 
is damned. 

Fourth Madman. If I had my glass here, I would shew 
a sight should make all the women here call me mad doctor. 

First Madman, What's he, a rope-maker? 

Second Madman. No, no, no, a snuffling knave, that 
while he shews the tombs, will have his hand in a wench's 
placket.^ 

Third Madman. Woe to the caroch,' that brought home 
my wife from the mask at three a'clock in the morning ! 
it had a large featherbed in it. 

1 i. e. presumably, the translation of the New Testament into 
English, at Geneva, in 1557. 
* Under-petticoat. • Great coach. 
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Fourth Madman. I have pared the devil's nails fortj 
timesy roasted them in ravens' eggs^ and cured agues with 
them. 

Third Madrrum, Get me three himdred milch hats, to 
make possets to procure sleep. 

Fourih Madman, All the college may throw their caps 
at me ; I have made a soaphoiler costive : it was mj mas- 
terpiece. 

\ [Here the dance, consisting of eight madmen, with 
\ music answerable thereunto; after which, 
\ Bosola, like an old man, enters* 

Duch. Is he mad too ? 

Serv, Vray question him. Fll leave you. 

'"i &eunt all but the Ihu^hess cmd^Bosolat 

Bos. I m\ prf)nifi to makTt^^^ _ 

Ihich. Ha ! my tomb ! 
Thou speak'st, as if I lay upon my death-bed, 
Gasping for breath: dost thou perceive me sick? 

Bos. Yes, and the more dangerously, since thy sickness 
Is insensible. 

Ihbch. Thou art not mad sure : dost know me ? 

Bos. Yes. 

Duch. Who am I? 

Bos. Thou art a box of worm-seed, at best but a salvatory^ 
Of green mummy.* What's this flesh ? a Httle cruded milk 
Fantastical puff-paste. Our bodies are weaker than those 
Paper-prisons boys use to keep flies in; more contemptible, 
Since ours is to preserve earth-worms. Didst thou ever see 
A lark in a cage ? such is the soul in the body : this world 

* French, talvatoire : a place where anything is preserved. 
' See note, ante, page 12. 

VOL. n. B 
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Is like her little turf of graaB, and the heayen o'er our 

heads, 
like her looking-glasB, only giyes as a miserable knowledge 
Of the small compass of our prison. 

Dwih, Am not I thy duchess? 

Ba9, Thou art some great woman sure, fi>r riot 
Begins to sit on thy forehead (clad in gray hairs) 
Twenty years sooner 
Than on a merry milkmaid's. 
Thou sleepest worse than if a mouse 
Should be forced to take up her lodging in a cat's ear : 
A little bfant that breeds its teeth, should it lie with thee^ 
Would cry out, as if thou wert 
The more unquiet bedfellow. 

Dueh. I am Duchess of Malfi sfall. 

Bos, That makes thy sleep so broken : 
GrlorieSy like glowworms, afar off shine bright, 
[But look'd to near, have neither heat nor light. 

Dwih, Thou art yery plain. 

Bos, My trade is to flatter the dead, not the liying ; 
I am a tomb-maker. 

Dwih, And thou com'st to make my tomb ? 

Bos, yes. 

Duck, Let me be a little merry : 
Of what stuff wilt thou make it ? 

Bos, Nay, resolve me first, of what fashion ? 

Duck, Why, do we grow fantastical in our death-bed ? 
Do we affect fashion in the graye? 

Bos, Most ambitiously. Princes' images on their tomb 
Do not lie, as they were wont, seeming to pray 
Up to heaven ; but with their hands under their cheeks, 
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As if they died of the tooth-ache : they are not carved 
'With their eyes fixt upon the stars ; but 
As their minds were wholly bent upon the world, 
^The sel&ame way they seem to turn their &ceB. 
] Dueh. Let me know fully, therefore, the effect 
!)f this thy dismal preparation, 
This talk, fit for a chamel. 

Bos. Now I shall : 

lA cojffitiy cords, and a heU brought in. 
Here is a present from your princely brothers. 
And may it arriye welcome, for it brings 
Last benefit, last sorrow. 

Dtu^. Let me see it : 
I have so much obedience in my blood, 
I wish it in their yeins to do them good. 

Bos. This is your last presence-chamber. 

Oari. O, my sweet lady ! 

Duck, Peace ; it affiights not me. 

Bos. I am the common bellman. 
That usually is sent to condemned persons 
The night before they suffer. 

Dtidi. Even now thou said'st 
Thou wast a tomb-maker. 

Bos. 'Twas to bring you 
By degrees to mortification. Listen : [dirge. 

\ Hark, now everything is still, 

/ The screech-owl, and the whistler shrill. 

Call upon our dame aloud. 

And bid her quickly don her shroud ! 

Much you had of land and rent ; 
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Your length in clay's now oompelent : 

A long war distmrbM jour mind; 

Here joor perfect peace is sign'd. 

Of what is*t fools make sach Tain keeping ? 

Sin their conception, their birth weeping ; 

Their life a general mist of error. 

Their death a hideous stonn of tenor. 

Strew jour hair with powders sweet, 

Don clean linen, bathe your feet. 

And (the foul fiend more to check) 

A crucifix let bless your neck : 

Tis now fiill tide 'tween night and day ; 

End your groan, and come away. 

Cari, Hence, yillains, tyrants, murderers ! alas ! 
What will you do with my lady? — ^Call for help. 

Dwik, To whom, to our next neighbours? thej are 
mad-folks. 

Boa, Eemove that noise. 

Duck, Farewell, Cariola. 
In my last will, I haye not much to give : 
A many hungry guests have fed upon me ; 
Thine will be a poor reversion. 

C(m^^ idU^e with her. 

puch, I pray thee, look thou giv'st my little boy 
Some syrup for his cold, and let the girl 
Say her prayers ere she sleep. — ^Now what you please : 

[Cariola is forced out. 
What death? 

Bos, Strangling ; here are your executioners. 

Duck, I forgive them : 
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The apoplexy, catarrh, or cough o'th' lungs, 
Would do as much as they do. 

Bos, Doth not death fright you ? 

Ihich. Who would be afraid on't, 
Knowing to meet such excellent company 
In th' other world ? 

Bos, Yet, methinks. 
The manner of your death should much affict you ; 
This cord should terrify you. 

Duch, Not a whit : 
What would it pleasure me to have my throat cut 
With diamonds ? or to be smothered 
With cassia? or to be shot to death with pearls ? 
I know death hath ten thousand several doors 
For men to take their exits ; and 'tis found 
They go on such strange geometrical hinges. 
You may open them both ways : any way, for heaven sake, 
I were out of your whispering. Tell my brothers, 
hat I perceive death, now I am well awake. 
Best gift is they can give, or I can take. 
|I would fain put off my last woman's fault, 
ll'd not be tedious to you. 
I Execut, We are ready. 

I DtecA. Dispose my breath how please you, but my body 
Bestow upon my women, will you ? 

Execut, Yes. 

Ihich, Pull, and pull strongly, for your able strength, 
Must pull down heaven upon me : 
Yet stay, heaven-gates are not so highly arch'd 
As princes' palaces ; they that enter there. 
Must go upon their knees. Come, violent death, 
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Serve for mandragora, to make me sleep : 
Go, tell mj brothere, when I am laid out, 
They then may feed in quiet. [They strangh her,^ 

Boa. Where's the waiting-woman ? 
Fetch her : some other strangle the children. 

Enter Cabiola. 

Look you, there sleeps your mistress. 

Cari. O, you are damn'd 
Perpetually for this ! My turn is next ; 
Is't not soorder'd? 

B084 Yes, and I am ghid 
You are so well prepar'd for't. 

Cari. You are deceiv'd, sir, 
I am not prepared for't ; I will not die : 
I will first come to my answer, and know 

* '< AU the sereral parts of the dreadful apparatus with which 
the duchess's death is ushered in are not more remote firom the 
conceptions of ordinary vengeance than the strange character of 
suffenng which they seem to bring upon their victim is beyond 
the imag^ination of ordinary poets. As they are not like inflic- 
tions of tkU Kfisy so her language seems noto^tkU world. She has 
lived among horrors till she is become * native and endowed unto 
that element.' She speaks the dialect of despair ; her tongue has 
a smatch of Tartarus and the souls in bale. What are ^ Xuke's 
iron crown,' the brazen bull of Perillus, Procrustes' bed, to the 
waxen images which coimterfeit death, to the wild masque of 
madmen, the tomb-maker, the bellman, the living person's dirge, 
the mortification by degrees !^Jg uiwe^a ImiiMw nlflf " 
t ouch a soul to thej]ii j^lf , «^ lay npnB f^"^ "^° """'*' II '*^ ' , i, ,nj„j 
tn lypnji ^SSTg Rffry a life till i * ifl n^°^jTi *^ jrnUi 'W'^ thfiU fititP'" 

"yelMteg cftif'^o. Writers of an inferior genius may ' upon 
horror's h^ horrors accumulate,' but thev cannot do this. They 
mistake quantity for quality, they ' temfy babes with painted 
devils,' but they know not how a soul is capable of being moved ; 
their terrors want dignity, their affrightments are wiuiout de- 
corum."— C. Lamb. Spec, ofEng, Dram, Foeta, 
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How I have offended. 

Bos, Come, dispatch her. 
You kept her counsel, now you shall keep ours. 

Carl. I will not die, I must not ; I am contracted 
To a young gentleman. 

Ejcecut. Here's your wedding-ring. 

Cari, Let me hut speak with the duke ; I'll discover 
Treason to his person. 

Bos, Delays : — ^throttle her. 

Execut, She hites and scratches. 

Cari, If you kill me now, 
I am danm*d ; I have not heen at confession 
This two years. 

Bos, When?i 

Cari, I am quick with child. 

Bos, Why then. 
Your credit's sav'd. — ^Bear her into the next room ; 
Let this* lie still. 

Enter Febdinand. 

Ferd, Is she dead? 

Bos, She is what 
You'd have her. But here begin your pity : 

[Shews the children strangled, 
^\m T h ft w baT f i th nfVT oi f n Tidrd ? 

rerd, ThjBjdealth, 
<^f ymiiig' wolffw in MMtmi In Im pitied. 

Bos, Fix your eye here. 

Ferd, Constantly. 

* Whtny — an exclamation of impatience addressed to the exe- 
cutioners. 

' i. e. the duchess' body. 
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Bos. Do you not weep ? 

Other sins only speak ; murder sbriekB out : 

I The element of water moistens the earth, 

LBut hlood flies upwards and hedews the heavens. 

w^^^ ffHr^" ti »« A. «« I — ;- * i^ynn j^«iy . ^^^ i^jp^ Tft\lS f [ ; 
^Bo8, I think not so ; her infelicity' 

Seem'd to have years too many. 
Ferd. She and I were twins ; 

And should I die this instant, I had livM 

Her time to a minute. 

Bos» It seems she was horn first : 

You have hloodily approy'd the ancient truth, 

That kindred commonly do worse agree 

Thap^remote strangers. 

.yr'erd. Let me see her face again. 
f Why didst not thou pity her? what an excellent 
I Honest man might'st thou have heen 
\ If thou hadst home her to some sanctuary ; 

Or, hold in a good cause, opposed thyself. 

With thy advanced sword ahove thy head. 

Between her innocence and my revenge. 

I bad thee, when I was distracted of my wits, 

Gt) kill my dearest friend, and thou hast done't. 

For let me but examine well the cause : 

What was the meanness of her match to me? 

Only I must confess I had a hope. 

Had she continued widow, to have gain'd 

An infinite mass of treasure by her death ; 

And that was the main cause, her marriage. 

That drew a stream of gall quite through my heart. 

For thee, as we observe in tragedies 
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That a good actor many times is curs'd 
For playing a villain's part, I hate thee for't, 
And for my sake say thou hast done much ill,^well. 

Baa* Let me quicken your memory, for I perceire 
You are falling into ingratitude ; I challenge 
The reward due to my service. 

Ferd. TU teU thee 
What I'U give thee. 

Bos. Do. 

Ferd, I'll give thee a pardon 
For this murder. 

Bos. Ha! 

Ferd. Yes, and 'tis 
The largest hounty I can study to do thee. 
By what authority didst thou execute 
This hloody sentence ? 

Bos. By yours. 

Ferd. Mine! was I her judge ? 
Did any ceremonial form of law. 
Doom her to not heing ? did a complete jury 
Deliver her conviction up i'th' court? 
Where shalt thou find this judgment register'd, 
\ Unless in hell ? See, like a hloody fool, 
iTh' hast forfeited thy life, and thou shalt die for't 
I Bos. The office of justice is perverted quite. 
When one thief hangs another. Who shall dare 
To reveal this? 

Ferd. O, I'U tell thee ; 
The wolf shall find her grave, and scrape it up, 
Not to devour the corpse, hut to discover 
The horrid murder. 
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Ba$. You, pot ly fihaD quake ibr't. 
y Ferd, Leaye me. 

/ Bo$* I wiU fint receive mj ponaion. 
/ Ferd. You are a Tillain. 
I Bo9. >i^lieii joor ingratitade 
\lfl judge, I am 80. 
Ferd. O horror, 
That not the fear of him, which binds the derils, 
^w prescribe man obedience ! 
/ Never look upon me more. 
/ Bos. Why, fiire thee well : 
I Your brother and yourself are worthy men : 
You have a pair of hearts are hollow graves. 
Rotten, and rotting others ; and your vengeance. 
Like two chained bullets, still goes arm in arm« 
You may be brothers ; for treason, like the plague. 
Doth take much m a blood. I stand like one 
That long hath ta'en a sweet jmd gdden dream : 
I am angry with myself, now that I Lwake. 

Ferd, Qei thee into some unknown part o'th' world. 
That I may never see thee. 

Bos. Let me know 
Wherefore I should be thus neglected? Sir, 
I serv'd your tyranny, and rather strove. 
To satisfy yourself, than all the world : 
And though I loath'd &e evil, yet I lov'd 
You that did counsel it ; and rather sought 
To appear a true servant, than an honest man. 
Ferd. I'll go hunt the badger by owl-light : 
'Tis a deed of darkness. \Exk. 

Bos. He's much distracted. OfT, my painted honour I 



im:/ 
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"While with vain hopes our faculties we tire, 
We seem to sweat in ice and freeze in fire* 
What would I do, were this to do again ? 
I would not change my peace of conscience 
^JFor all the wealth of Europe. She stirs ; here's life : — 
f Eetum, fair soul, from darkness, and lead mine 
\ Out of this sensible heU : — ^she's warm, she breathes :— 
Upon thy pale lips I will melt my heart. 
To store them with fresh colour. — ^Who's there I 
Some cordial drink ! Alas I I dare not call : 
So pity would destroy pity. Her eye opes, 
And heaven in it seems to ope, that late was shut, 
To take me up to mercy. 

Duch, Antonio I 

Bos. Yes, madam, he is living ; 
The dead bodies you saw, were but feign'd statues ; 
He's reconcil'd to your brothers ; the Pope hath wrought 
The atonement. 

Dwih, Mercy! [She dies.^ 

Bos. O, she's gone again ! there the cords of life broke. 
O, sacred innocence, that sweetly sleeps 
On turtles' feathers, whilst a guilty conscience 
Is a black register, wherein is writ 
All our good deeds and bad, a perspective 
That shews us hell I That we cannot be suffer'd 
To do good when we have a mind to it ! 
This is manly sorrow ; 
These tears, I am very certain, never grew 
In my mother's milk : my estate is sunk 
Below the degree of fear : where were 
These penitent fountains, while she was living ? 
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O, they were frozen up ! Here is a sight 
ndiref ul to my soul, as is the sword 

Unto a wretch hath slain his father. Come, 
1 1*11 hear thee hence, 
I And execute thy last will ; that's deliver 
■ Thy hody to the reverend dispose 

Of some good women : that, the cruel tyrant 

Shall not deny me. Then I'll post to Milan, 

Where somewhat I will speedily enact 

Worth my dejection. \ [ExiU 

ACT v.— Scene I. 

Enter Aivtonio and Delio. 

ATUonio* 
HAT think you of my hope of reconcilement 
To the Arragonian brethren ? 
Delio. I misdoubt it ; 
For though they have sent their letters of safe conduct 
For your repair to Milan, they appear 
But nets to entrap you. The Marquis of Pescara, 
Under whom you hold certain land in cheat,^ 
Much 'gainst his noble natm*e hath been mov'd 
To seize those lands, and some of his dependents 
' Are at this instant making it their suit 
To be invested in your revenues. 
I cannot think they mean well to your life. 
That do deprive you of your means of life, 

M. e. in escheat 
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ft Your living. 

Ant, You are still an heretic 
To any safety I can shape myself. 

Belio, Here comes the marquis : I will make myself 
Petitioner for some part of your land^ 
To know whitiier it is flying. 

Ant, I pray do. 

Enter Pescaba. 

Belio. Sir, I have a suit to you. 

Pes. Tome? 

Delio, An easy one : 
There is the citadel of St. Bennet, 
With some demesnes, of late in the possession 
Of Antonio Bologna,-^please you hestow them on me. 

Pes, You are my fiiend , hut this is such a suit. 
Nor fit for me to give, nor you to take. 

Delio. No, sir? 

Pes, I will give you ample reason for't. 
Soon in private : here's tiie cardinal's mistress. 

Enter Julia. 

Julia, My lord, I am grown your poor petitioner, 
And should he an ill heggar, had I not 
A great man's letter here, the cardinal's. 
To court you in my favour. 

Pes, He entreats for you 
The citadel of St. Bennet, that helong'd 
To tiie hanish'd Bologna. 

Julia, Yes. 

Pes, I could not have thought of a friend I could rather 
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r Pleasure with it : 'tis yours. 

Julia, Sir, I thank jou ; 
And he shall know how doubly I am engag'd 
Both in your gift, and speediness of giving, 
Which makes your grant the greater. {Eont 

Ant. How they fortify 
Themselves with my ruin ! 

Delio. Sir, I am 
little bound to you. 

Fes. Why? 

Delio. Because you denied this suit to me, and gaveH 
To-aufilia creature. 
r Pes. Do you know what it was ? 
I It was Antonio's land ; not forfeited 

By course of law, but ravish'd from his throat 
By the cardinal's entreaty : it were not fit 
I should bestow so main a piece of wrong 
Upon my friend ; 'tis a gratification 
Only due to a strumpet, for it is injustice. 
Shall I sprinkle the pure blood of innocents 
To make those followers I call my friends 
Look ruddier upon me ? I am glad 
This land, ta'en horn the owner by such wrong, 
Eetums again unto so foul an use, 
As salary for his lust. Learn, good Delio, 
To ask noble things of me, and you shall find 
I'll be a noble giver. __ — ^ 

Delio. You instruct me welL«J 

Ant. Why, here's a man now, would firight impudence 
From sauciest beggars. 

Pe«JWfR5rFer3maS3 
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Sick, as they give out, of an apoplexy ; 

But some say, 'tis a frenzy : I am going 

To visit him. [Exit, 

Ant, 'Tis a noble old fellow. 

Ddu^ What course do you mean to take, Antonio ? 
U, This night I mean to venture aU my fortune^ 
Which is no more than a poor lingering life^ 
To the cardinal's worst of malice: I have got 
Private access to his chamber ; and intend 
To visit him about the mid of night, 
As once his brother did our noble duchess. 
It may be that the sudden apprehension 
Of danger, for I'll go in mine own shape. 
When he shall see it fraight^ with love and duty, 
May draw the poison out of him, and work 
A friendly reconcilement : if it fail. 
Yet it shall rid me of this infamous calling ; 
For better fall once, than be ever falling. 

Delio. I'll second you in all danger, and, howe'er j^ 
My life keeps rank with yours. 

Ant, You are still my Wd and best friend. J [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 
Enter Pescaba and Doctob. 

Pes, Now, doctor, may I visit your patient ? 

Doc, If 't please your lordship : but he's instantly 
To take the air here in the gallery 
By my direction. 

^ Fraught. ' In whatever manner. 
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Pes. Pray thee, what's his disease ? 

Doe. A very pestilent disease, my lord, 
They call lycanthropia. 

Pes. What's that? 
I need a dictionary to't? 

Doc. rU teU you. 
In those that are possess'd with't there o'erflows 

Such melttsdobJlUUIUJlfi^z-J^^J i^&giii® 
Themselyes to he transformed into wolves ; 
Steal forth to church-yards in the dead of night. 
And dig dead hodies up : as two nights since 
One met the duke 'hout midnight in a lane 
Behind St. Mark's Church, with the leg of a man 
Upon his shoulder, and he howl'd fearfully ; 
Said he was a wolf, only the difference 
Was, a wolfs skin was hairy on the outside. 
His on the inside ; hade them take their swords, 
Eip up his flesh, and try : straight, I was sent for. 
And having minister'd unto him, found his grace 
• Very well recover'd. 

Pes. I am glad on't. 

Doc. Yet not without some fear 
Of a relapse. If he grow to his fit again, 
111 go a nearer way to work with him 
Than ever Paracelsus dream'd of ; if 
They'll give me leave, I'll huffet his madness out of him. 
Stand aside ; he comes. 

Ervter Febdqtand, Malateste, Cabdinal, 
and BosoLA. 
Ferd. Leave me. 
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Mai* "Why doth jour lordship love this solitariness? 

Ferd, Eagles commonlj fly alone : they are crows, 
Daws, and starlings that flock together. Look, 
What's that follows me ? 

Mah Nothing, my lord. . 

Ferd. Yes. ' 

Mai, 'Tis your shadow. 

Ferd, Stay it ; let it not haunt me. 

Mai, Impossible, if you move, and the sun shine. 

Ferd, I will throttle it.i 

Mai, O, my lord, you are angry with nothing. 

Ferd. You are a fool : 
How is't possible I should catch my shadow. 
Unless I fall upon*t ? When I go to hell, 
I mean to carry a bribe ; for, look you. 
Good gifts evermore make way for the worst peraons. 

Pes, Kise, good my lord. 

Ferd. I am studying the art of patience. 

Pes, 'Tis a noble virtue. 
f'^rd. To drive six snails before me from this town 
pTo Moscow ; neither use goad nor whip to them. 
But let them take their own time ; — (the patient'st man 

i'th' world 
Match me for an experiment Wfljid I'll crawl 
After like a sheep-biter. 

Card. Force him up. 

Ferd, Use me well, you were best. 
What I have done, I have done: I'll confess nothing. 

Doc, Now let me come to him. — ^Are you mad, 

* Throwz himself on the ground.— Stage Direction, in the 4to. of 
1708. 

VOL. n, s 
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My lord ? are you out of your princely wits ? 

Ferd. TMiat's he? 

Pes, Your doctor. 

Ferd, Let me have his beard sawed off, 
And his eye-brows filed more civil. 

Doc, I must do mad tricks with him, for that's the only 
way on't. — ^I have brought 
Your grace a salamander's skin, to keep you 
From sun-burning. 

Ferd, I have cruel sore eyes. 

Doc, The white of a oockatriz's egg is present remedy. 

Ferd, Let it be a new-laid one, you were best. 
Hide me from him : physicians are like kings, 
They brook no contradiction. 

Doc, Now he begins to fear me : 
Now let me alone with him. 

Card, How now ? put off your gown !' 

Doc, Let me have 
Some forty urinals filled with rose-water : 
He and I'll go pelt one another with them. — 
Now he begins to fear me. — Can you fetch a frisk, sir ? 
Let him go, let him go upon my peril : 
I find by his eye he stands in awe of me ; 
I'll make him as tame as a dormouse. 

Ferd, Can you fetch your frisks, sir! I will stamp him 
Into a cullis, 

Flay off his skin, to cover one of the anatomies 
This rogue hath set i'th' cold yonder 
In Barber-Chirurgeon's-hall. 

^ PuU off his four cloaks ^ one after another, — Stage Directum, Ed. 
of 1708. 
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Hence, hence I you are all of jou like beasts for sacrifice: 
There's nothing left of you, but tongue and belly, 
Flattery and lechery,^ ; [EodU 

Pes, Doctor, he did not fear you throughly. 

Doc. True ; I was somewhat too forward. 

Bos, Mercy upon me, what a fatal judgment 
[ Hath fall'n upon this Ferdinand ! 

Pes, Knows your grace 

bat accident hath brought unto lihe prince 
I strange distraction ? 

Card, I must feign somewhat:'— Thus they say it grew. 
Ton have heard it rumour'd for these many years, 
f None of our family dies but there is seen 
{The shape of an old woman, which is given 
[By tradition to us to have been murdered 
By her nephews, for her riches. Such a figure 
One night, as the prince sat up late at's book, 
Appeared to him ; when, crying out for help. 
The gentleman of s chamber, found his grace 
All on a cold sweat, alter'd much in face 
And language : since which apparition, 
He hath grown worse and worse, and I much fear 
He cannot live. 

Bos, Sir, I would speak with you. 

Pes, We'll leave your grace, 
Wishing to the sick prince, our noble lord. 
All health of mind and body. 

Card, You are most welcome. 




* Thrcwt the D^tor down and beaU Mm. — Stage Direction, Ed. 
of 1708. 
2 (Aside.) 
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lAre jou come ? so. — ^This fellow muBt not know 

fBj any means I had intelligence 

In our duchess' death ; for though I counsell'd it. 

The full of all th' engagement seem'd to grow 

From Ferdinand. — Now, sir, how fares our sister? 

I do not think hut sorrow makes her look 

Like to an oft-dy'd garment : she shall now 

Taste comfort from me. Why do you look so wildly? 

O, the fortune of your master here, the prince, 

Dejects you ; but he you of happy comfort : 

If you'll do one thing for me, I'll entreat, . 

Though he had a cold tombstone o'er his bones, / 

I'd make you what you would be. — ,— ^ 

Bos, Anything, 
Give it me in a breath, and let me fly to't : 
They that think long, small expedition win, 
For musing much o'th' end, cannot begin. 

EvUer Julia. 

Julia. Sir, will you come in to supper? 

Card. I am busy ; leaye me. 

Jvlia. What an excellent shape hath that fellow ! 

lExit, 

Card, ^is thus. AutftiMi^ lurl^n ^gre in Mg an : 
Enquire ^'"^ tiiifii "JllJ^^'IlJllri While he lives. 
Our sister cannot marry, and I have thought 
Of an excellent match for her. Do this, and style me 
Thy advancement. 

Bos. But by what means shall I find him out? 

Card. There is a gentleman call'd Delio, 
Here in the camp, that hath been long approv'd 
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His loyal friend. Set eye upon that' fellow ; 
Follow him to mass ; maybe Antonio, 
Although he do account religion 
But a school-name, for fashion of the world 
May accompany him ; or else go enquire out 
DeUo's confessor, and see if you can bribe 
Him to reveal it. There are a thousand ways 
A man might find to trace him ; as to know 
What fellows haunt the Jews, for taking up j 
Great sums of money, for sure he's in want ; I 
Or else to go to th' picture-makers, and learn I 
Who bought her picture lately : some of these / 
Happily^ may take. 

Bos, Well, I'll not freeze i'th' business : 
I would see that wretched thing, Antonio, 
Above all sights i'th' world. 

Card. Do, and be happy. [Exit 

Bos, This fellow doth breed basilisks in's eyes, 
He's nothing else but murder ; yet he seems 
Not to have notice of the duchess' death. 
'Tis his cunning : I must follow his example ; 
There cannot be a surer way to trace 
Than that of an old fox. 

Enter Julia. 

Julia. So, sir, you are well met. 
Bos. How now? 

Julia. Nay, the doors are fast enough : 
Now, sir, I will make you confess your treachery. 
Bos, Treachery! 

* Perchance. 
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Jvlia. Yes, confess to me 
Which of my women 'twas you hired to put 
Love-powder into my drink ? 

Bob. Love-powder! 

Julia, Tes, when I was at Malfi. 
Why should I fall in love with such a face dse ? 
I have ah*eady suffer'd for thee so much pain. 
The only remedy to do me good, 
Is to kill my longing; 

Bos, Sure your pistol holds 
Nothing hut perfumes, or kissing-comfits. Excellent lady ! 
You have a pretty way on't to discover 
Your longing. Come, come, I'll disarm you. 
And arm you thus : yet this is wondrous strange. 

Jvlia, Compare thy form and my eyes together, 
You'll find my love no such great miracle^ Now you'll say 
I am wanton : this nice modesty in ladies 
Is but a troublesome familiar 
That haunts them. 

Bos, Know you me, I am a blunt soldier. 

Julia, The better ; 
Sure, there wants fire, where there are no lively sparks 
Of roughness. 

Bos, And I want compliment. 

Julia, Why, ignorance in courtship cannot make you do 
amiss. 
If you have a heart to do well. 

Bos, You are very fair. 

Julia, Nay, if you lay beauty to my charge, 
I must plead unguilty. 

Bos, Your bright eyes 
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Carry a quiver of darts in them, sharper 
Than sun-beams. 

Julia, You will mar me with commendation, 
Put yourself to the charge of courting me, 
Whereas now I woo you. 

Bos, I have it ; I will work upon this creature.—^ 
Ijot us grow most amorously feimiliar : 
If the great cardinal should see me thus, 
Would he not count me a villain ? 

Julia, No, he might count me a wanton, 
Not lay a scruple of offence on you ; 
For if I see, and steal a diamond, 
The fault is not i'th' stone, but in me the thief 
That purloins it. I am sudden with you : 
We that are great women of pleasure, use to cut off 
These uncertain wishes and unquiet longings. 
And in an instant join the sweet delight 
And lite pretty excuse together. Had you been i'th' 

street. 
Under my chamber window, even there 
I should have courted you. 

Bos, O, you are an excellent lady ! 

Julia, Bid me do somewhat for you presently, 
t To express I love you. 
1 Bos, I will, and if you love me, 
I Fail not to effect it. The cardinal is grown wondrous me- 
I lancholy : 

I Demand the cause, let him not put you off 
|With feign'd excuse ; discover the main ground on't. 
Julia, Why would you know this ? 
Bos, I have depended on him, . . i 
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And I hear that he is fall'n in some disgrace 
With the emperor ; if he be, like the mice 
That forsake falling houses, I would shifib 
To other dependance. 

Julia. You shall not need follow the wars : 
I'll be your maintenance. 

Bos, And I your loyal servant ; 
But I cannot leave my calling. 

Julia, Not leave 
An ungrateful general, for the love of a sweet lady ! 
Tou are like some cannot sleep in feather-beds, 
But must have blocks for their pillows. 

Bos. Will you do this? 

Julia. Cunningly. 

Bos. To-morrow, I'll expect th' intelligence. 

Julia. To-morrow ! get you into my cabinet ; 
Tou shall have it with you. Do not delay me, 
No more than I do you : I am like one 
That is condemned ; I have my pardon promised. 
But I would see it seal'd. Go, get you in : 
You shall see me wind my tongue about his heart. 
Like a skein of silk. [Exit Bosola. 

Enter Qasdinajj and Sebvants. 

Card. Where are you ? 

Serv. Here. 

Card. Let none, upon your lives 
Have conference with the prince Ferdinand, 
Unless I know it : — [Exeunt Servants.^ 

* An exeunt supplied by Mr. Dyce. 
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In this distraction, he may reveal the murder. 
Yond's my lingering consumption : 
I am weary of her, and by any means 
Would be quit of. 

Julia. How now, my lord, what ails you ? 

Card, Nothing. 

Julia, O, you are much alter'd ! 
Come, I must be your secretary, and remove 
This lead from off your bosom : what's the matter ? 

Card. I may not tell you. 

Julia. Are you so far in love with sorrow. 
You cannot part with part of it ? or think you 
I cannot love your grace when you are sad 
As well as merry ? or do you suspect 
I, that have been a secret to your heart 
These many winters, cannot be the same 
Unto your tongue ? 

Card. Satisfy thy longing ; 
The only way to make thee keep my counsel 
Is, not to tell thee. 

Julia. Tell your echo this. 
Or flatterers, that like echoes slill report 
What they hear though most imperfect, and not me ; 
For, if that you be true unto yourself, 
I'n know. 

Card. Will you rack me ? 

Julia. No, judgment shall 
Draw it from you : it is an equal fault, 
To teU one's secrets unto all or none. 

Card. The first argues folly. 

Julia. But the last tyranny. 
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Card, Very well ; why, imagine I have committed 
Some secret deed, which I desire the world 
Ma J never hear of. 

Julia. Therefore may not I know it? 
You have conceal'd for me as great a sin 
As adultery. Sir, never was occasion 
For perfect trial of my constancy 
Till now : sir, I heseech you — 

Card, You'll repent it. 

Julia. Never. 

Card. It hurries thee to ruin : I'll not tell thee. 
Be well advis'd, and think what danger 'tis 
To receive a prince's secrets : they that do, 
Had need have their hreasts hoop'd with adamant 
To contain them. I pray thee yet he satisfied ; 
Examine thine own frailty ; 'tis more easy 
To tie knots, than unloose them : 'tis a secret 
That, like a lingering poison, may chance lie 
Spread in thy veins, and kill thee seven year hence. 

Jt Ma . Now you dally with me. 
/^vard. No more, thou shalt know it. 
\By my appointment, the great Duchess of Malfi, 
And two of her young children, four nights since. 
W ere stranflfl'd. 

Tulia. O heaven ! sir, what have you done? 

Card. How now ! how settles this ? think you 
Your hosom will he a grave dark and obscure enough 
For such a secret? 

Julia. You have undone yourself, sir. 

Card. Why? 

Julia. It lies not in me to conceal it. 
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Card. No! Come, I will swear you to't upon this 
book. 

Julia, Most religiously. 

Card, Kiss it. 
Now you shall never utter it ; thy curiosity 
Hath undone thee : thou art poison'd with that book; 
Because I knew thou couldst not keep my counsel, 
I have bound thee to't by death. 

Enter Bosola. 

Bos. For pity sake, hold. 

Card. Ha, Bosola ! 
Sy Julia. I forgive you 
This equal piece of justice you have done ; 
For I betray'd your counsel to that fellow : 
He overheard it ; that was the cause I said 
It lay not in me to ponceal it. 

Bos. O, foolish woman, 
Couldst not thou have poison'd him ? 

Jvlia. 'Tis weakness, 
J Too much to think what should have been done. 
I go, I know not whither. [Dies. 

Card. Wherefore com'st thou hither? 

Bos. That I might find a great man, like yourself. 
Not out of his wits, as the Lord Ferdinand, 
To remember my service. 

Card. I'll have thee hew'd in pieces. 

Bos. Make not yourself such a promise of that life, 
Whicli is not yours to dispose of. 

Card. Who plac'd thee here ? 

Bos. Her lust, as she intended. 
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Card, Very well : now you know me 
For your fellow-murderer. 

Bos, And wherefore should you lay fair marble colours 
Upon your rotten purposes to me ? 
Unless you imitate some that do plot great treasons, 
And when they have done, go hide themselves i'th' graves 
Of those were actors in't? 

Card, No more ; 
There is a fortune attends thee. 

Bos, Shall I go sue to fortune any longer ? 
*Tis the fool's pilgrimage. 

Card, I have honours in store for thee. 

Bos, There are a many ways that conduct to seeming 
Honour, and some of them very dirty ones. 

Card, Throw to the devil 
Thy melancholy. The fire bums well ; 
What need we keep a stirring oft, and make 
A greater smother ? thou wilt kill Antonio ? 

Bos, Yes. 

Card, Take up that body. 

Bos, I think I shall 
Shortly grow the common bier for church-yards. 

Card, I will allow thee some dozen of attendants. 
To aid thee in the murder. 

Bos, O, by no means. 
Physicians that apply horseleeches to any rank swelling. 
Use to cut off their tails, that the blood may run through 

them 
The faster : let me have no train when I go to shed blood. 
Lest it make me have a greater when I ride to the gal- 
lows. 
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Card. Come to me after midnight, to help to remove 
that body 

iTo her own lodging : I'll give out she died o'th' plague; 
f 'Twill breed the less enquiry after her death. 

Bos, Where's Castruccio, her husband? 

Card, He's rode to Naples, to take possession 
Of Antonio's citadel. 

Bos. Believe me, you have done a very happy turn. 

Card. Fail not to come : there is the master-key 
Of our lodgings; and by that you may conceive 
What trust I plant in you. 

Bos. You shall find me ready. [Eotdt Cardinal. 

QjjjMgQj^Antonio, though nothing be so needftd 
To thy estate, as pity, yet I find 
Nothing so dangerous ! I must look to my footing : 
In such slippery ice-pavements, men had need 
To be fix)st-nail'd well, they may break their necks else ; 
The precedent's here afore me. How this man 
Bears up in blood ! seems fearless ! why, 'tis well : 
Security some men call the suburbs of hell, 
Only a dead wall between. .Well, good Antonio, 
I'll floak th^fi nvJX ^^^ ^ my care*Bljall b5" ' " 
^^ut thee ^to safety from the reach 
Of-theee-mOSt cruelmUTiT," tlwi^Jiai^^ 
f^umv nf th J ^^"^ ftlfflft^yPC ^may be , 
111 join with ti^e e^in a most just reveng 
The weakest arm is strong enough, tliat strikes 
With the sword of justice. StiUjnethinks the duchess 
TTflnnf-ft TnA; ^^prff t here! — 't in nnthirffrrt mr miilnnrhnlT 
O Penitence, let me truly taste thy cup. 
That throws men down, only to raise them up ! [^Exii. 
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SCENE IIL 
EnUr Antonio ani Dxlio. 

(}rew from the miiu of an ancient abbey ; 
And to yond' side o'th' river lies a wall, 
Piece of a cloister, which in my opinion 
Gives the best echo that you ever heard. 
So hollow and so dismal, and withal 
So plain in the distinction of our words, 
That many have supposed it is a spirit 
That answers. 

AnJt, I do love t hese a ncient ruins. 
We never tread'upon them, tuTwe set 
Our foot upon some reverend history : 
And, questionless, here in this open court, 
Which now lies naked to the iiyuries 
Of stormy weather, some men lie interred 
Lov'd the church so well, and gave so largely to't. 
They thought it should have canopied their bones 
Till doom's-day ; but all things have their end : 
Churches and cities, which have diseases like to men, 
Must have like death that we have. 

'Echjo (from the Duchess' grave). Like death thaU we 
\', ' ' ^liave, 

Delio, Now the echo hath caught you. 

Ant. It groan'd, methought, and gave 
A very deadly accent. 

Echo. Deadly accent. 
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Delio, I told jou 'twas a pretty one : you may make it 
A huntsman, or a falconer, a musician, 
Or a thing of sorrow. 

Echo, A thing of sorrow » 

Ant. Ay sure, that suits it best. 

Echo. That suits it best 

Ant, 'Tis very like my wife's voice. 

Edio. Ay, wifeh voice, 

Delio. Come, let us walk farther from't. 
I would not have you go to th' cardinal's to-night : 
Do not. 

Echo. Do not. 

Delio. Wisdom doth not more moderate wasting sorrow, 
Than time : take time for't ; be mindful of thy safety. 

Echo. Be mindful of thy safehj^ 

Ant. iNecessity compels me : 
Make scrutiny throughout the passes 
Of your own life, you'll find it impossible 
To fly your fate. 

Echo. OJly your fate ! 

Delio. Hark ! the dead stones seem to have pity on you. 
And give you good counsel. 

Ant. Echo, I will not talk with thee, 
For thou art a dead thing. 

JErtC^o. Thou art a dead thiwt . 
T Ant. My duchess is a-sleep now, 

I And her Uttle ones, I hope sweetly : O heaven, 
/ Shall I never see her more ? 
\ Echo. Never see her more. 
\ Ant. I mark'd not one repetition of the echo 
\But that; and on the sudden, a clear light 
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Presented m e a face folded in sorrow. 

Delio. Your fancy merely. 

Ant Come^ I'll be out of this ague, 
For to live thus, is not indeed to live ; 
It is a mockery and abuse of life : 
I will not henceforth save myself by halves ; 
Lose all, or nothing. 

Delio. Your own virtue save you ! 
I'll fetch your eldest son, and second you : 
It may be that the sight of his own blood 
Spread in so sweet a figure, may beget 
The more compassion. 
However, fare you well. 
Though in our miseries fortune have a part, 
Yet in our noble sufferings she hath none; 
Contempt of pain, that we may call our own. [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV. 
Enter Cahdinai., Pescaba, Malateste, 

EODEBIGO, GbISOLAN. 

Card. You shall not watch to-night by the sick prince; 
His grace is very well recover'd. 

Mdl. Good, my lord, suffer us. 
J Card. O, by no means : 
I The noise and change of object in his eye 
I Doth more distract him : I pray, all to bed ; 
I And though you hear him in his violent fit, 
I Do not rise, I entreat you. 

Pes. So, sir ; we shall not. 



i" 
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Card. Nay, I must have you promise 
Upon your honours, for I was enjoin'd to't 
By himself; and he seem'd to urge it sensibly. 

Pes. Let our honours bind this trifle. 

Card. Nor any of your followers. 

Mai, Neither. 

Card, It may be, to make trial of your promise, 
ten he's asleep, myself will rise and feign 

me of his mad tricks, and cry out for help, 

id feign myself in danger. 

Mai, If your throat were cutting, 
I'd not come at you, now I haye protested against it. 

Card. Why, I thank you. 

Oris. 'Twas a foul storm to-night. 

Bod, The Lord Ferdinand's chamber shook like an osier. 

Mai,' 'Twas nothing but pure kindness in the devil. 

To rock his own child. \Exewni all hui the Cardinal, 

Card, The reason why I would not suffer these 
.bout my brother, is, because at midnight 

may with better privacy convey 
ulia's body to her own lodging. O, my conscience! 
I would pray now ; but the devil takes away my heart 
For having any confidence in prayer. 
About this hour I appointed Bosola 
To fetch the body : »«heai»0'hfttk.fierved my tqm, 

dies. [Exit, 



Enter Bosola. 

/ Bos, Ha ! "'twas the cardinal's voice : I heard him name 
f Bosola, and my death: listen, I hear one's footing. 

VOL. n. T 
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Enter FwRPntAWP. 

Perd. Sl i m i j^l lii g III a f lH ' J qui e t t m^L 
Bo§. Naj then, I tee I most stand upon mj gaud. 
Ferd. What saj to tliat? wbiiper softl j ; do joa agree 
to't? 

So, it miiat be done iWdaik ; tfae wundinal 

Would not for a thousand pounds the doctor should aee H. 

Bos. M J dealh is plotted ; here's the eoneqnenee tf 
murder. 
We Tslne not desert nor Christian breath. 
When we know black deeds nrast be enr'd with death. 

Enter Skbyant and Amtohio. 

Serv. Here stay, sir, and be oonfident, I pnj: 
m fetch you a dark lantern. [JEri^. 

Ami. Could I take him at his prajesBy 
There were hope of pardon. 

Bos. Fall right my sword: 
TH^ nrtt gjYfi thffi "^.^ygl^ j^^^sgy as to pray.^ 

jbU, O, I am gone ! Thou hast ended a long snit 
In a minute. 

Bo8. What art thou? 

Ant. A most wretdied thing, 
That only hare the benefit in death. 
To appear myself. 

Enter Sebvaio' with a light. 
Serv. Where are you, sir? 
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Ant. Very near my home. — ^Bosola ! 

Serv, O, misfortome I 

Bos, Smother thj pitj^ thoa art dead eUej-«-<-AntofHO ! 
The man I would have say'd 'hov« mine own life ! 
We are merely the stars' tennis-bails, stmck and handed 
"Which way please them. O good Antonid, 
I'll whisper one thing in thy dying ear. 
Shall make thy heart break quickly ! thy fair duchess 
And two sweet children 

Ant, Their very names 
£indle a little life in me. 

Bos, Are murder'd. 

Ant, Some men have wish'd to die 
At the hearing of sad tidings ; I am glad 
That I shall do't in sadness : I would not now 
Wi&h my wounds balm'd nor heai'd, for I have no use 
To put my life to. In all our quest of greatness, 
lake wanton boys, whose pastime is their care, 
* We foUow after bubbles blown in th' air. 
Pleasure of life, what is't ? only the good houra 
Of an ague ; merejjr a preparative to rest. 

To endure vexation. I do not ask^^^^^ 

The process of my death r 0^£[yjBMBBf5&dme' 

..ToJBdia.^-" 

Bos, Break, heart ! 

Ant, And let my son fly the courts of princes. [!)»««. 
Bos, Thou seem'stjx) have lov'd Ajotonio ? 
iSrvTTI&rought him hitiier, 
TJo^hAve^ioaSEl-hlm to thfr-Cardinal. 

Bos. Idojiotra^lhBHihati 
Take him up, if thou tender thy own life^ 
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And bear bim where the ladj Julia 

Waa VonFioTMger-— OLox^jJate moyea swift I 

T haveiMaiegtftfaanp Iha iai;g j^^f^> 

Now T'B h'ff^ ^TOl to th* hammirr" direful misprifiion !^ 

I wiU not imitate things gloriousy 

No more than base ; 111 be mine own example.-^-- 

On, on, and look thou represent, for silence, 

The thing ibou bear'st.* {Exeuait. 



SCENE V, 

Bb^Ut Cabdinal, vn£h a hook. 

Card. I am puzzled in a question about hell : 
He says, in hell there's one material fire. 
And yet it shall not bum all men alike. 
Lay him by. How tedious is a guilty consdenoe ! 
When I look into the fish-ponds uTiSy gardeD; 
Methinks I see a thing arm'd ¥rith a rake, 
That seems to strike at me. — ^Now, art thou come ? thou 

look'st ghastly ; 
There uts in thy face some great determination, 
Mix'd with some fear. 

Enter Bosola and Ihe Beryajxt. 

Bos. jniijii illiiJidiiiiwii Ii(in 

^ ftm,£ome to jyU jliee«^^^ 
Card. H a ! help ^ ! our ffl iard ! 

' Mistake, from the French mipri», 

' Be as silent as the dead body thou bearest. 
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Bos, Thou art deceiv'd ; 
They are out of thy howling. 

Card. Hold ; and I will faithfully divide 
Bevenues with thee. 

Bos, Thy prayers and proffers 
Are hoth unseasonahle. 

bewatch ! we are hetray'd. 

Bos, 1 .have confij?( 
111 sufferyour Tetreg^fiWWfl chamher. 
But noTlSSIier. 

Card. Help ! we are hetray'd. 

Enter Malateste, PsscAHAy Eodebioo^ 
and Gbisolan, ahove,^ 

Mai. Listen. 

Card. My dukedom for rescue ! 

Bod. Fie upon his counterfeiting. 

Mai, Why^ 'tis not the Cardinal. 

Bod. Yes, yes, 'tis he : 
But I'll see him hang'd ere I'll go down to him. 

Card, Here's a plot upon me ; I am assaulted ! I am lost 
Unless some rescue I 

Oris, He doth this pretty well ; 
But it will not serve to laugh me out of mine honour. 

Card. The sword's at my throat ! 

Bod, You would not hawl so loud then. 

if<{ZrCome, come, let's go to hed: hrtijj m t^ns "tit^^ 

> Above, i. e. on the upper stage ; the raised platform towards 
the back of the stage.— Dtob. 
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Pes, He wiah'd joa should not eome «l him; hvt 
helieTe% 
ZbSJflOBttLflt feg ▼<»<» Booiids not I d: 
I'D down to him, howBoevpi MfrtTwitti engSicg 
Force ope the do ors, ^ [SmJt, 

' /(<K^. Let 8 fodow^mm al<xify 

A>f^_Therc's^j[WLfir8t, 
'Cause jon shjdl^not^unbam^^ the door 
To let in xeWBAr — — -^ •^'^^''' ^ j ft iifl b iig^Sbwwwt. 

Carcf. What cause hast thoa to puisne m J life? 

A»9. Look there. 

(7aiY2. Antonio! 

.Bos. Shiin h J m J hand imwittingl J : 
Praj, and he sudden : when Ihou kill'd'st th j sister. 
Thou took'st from justiee her most equal halanoe. 
And left her nought hut her sword. 

Courd. Qmeceyl 

B(i$* "Ncm it seems thj grealness was onlj outward; 
For thou fall'st &ster of thyself, than calamity 
Can drire thee : 111 not waste longer time ; there. 

[St abs Mm . 

Card. Thou hast hurt me. 

Bos, Again. 

Card. Shall I die like a^lereret, 
Without any resistance ? Help, help, help ! 
I am slain. 
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Enter ^wmAxm. 

Ferd, Th' alamm i give me a frefih hoise ; 
Ballj the yaimt-guard,^ or the day is lost. 
Yield, jidd : I give yoa the honours of arms^ 
Shake my sword over you ; will you yield? 
Card. Help me^ I ion your hrother I 
F&rd, The deril I my brother fight upon fJie adverse 
party ! [He woundg the €(trdwaly and (in the scuffle) 
gwu Bosola his death wound. 
There flies your ransom* 

Card. O justice! 
I suffer now for what hath fonaer bin :^ 
Sorrow is held the eldest child of sin. 
f F&rd, Now you're brave fellows. 
/ Caesar's fortune Was harder than Pompey's ; 
Caesar died in the arms of prosperity, 
Pompey at the feet of disgrace. 
You both died in the field. 

The pain's nothing : pain many times is taken away with 
The apprehension of greater, as the tooth-ache with the 

sight 
Of a barber that comea to pull it out: there'» philosc^hy 
for you. 
^05. Now my revenge is perfect Sink» thou main cause 

\He stales Ferdinand. 
Of my undoing. The last part ^my hfe/ " ""^ 

Hath done me best service. ^^ 

* The T&ngaard. '\ 

' So in the original, and retained for the sake of tite iliyme. 
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Ferd. Gire me some wet hay, I am broken-winded. 
I do acoomit this world but a dog-kennel : 
I will rault credit and affect high pleasures^ 
Beyond deadi. 

Bo$. He seems to come to himself^ now he's so near 
the bottom. 

Ferd. My sisjer, O my sister ! there's the cause on't. 
Whether we fall t ^iim l jlHUU, U ^ w^^■■t■i|5B ^liia!i i ^^ 
Like diamonds, we are cut with omr own oust. [Dies. 

n^^^^ ua. "'I hft fi f* *^ J f T mfiBt tffll ii „ 

Bos, Yes, I hold my weary soul in my teeth ; 
'Tis ready to part from me. I do glory 
That thou, which stood'st like a huge pyramid 
Begun upon a large and ample base, 
Shalt end in a little point, a kind of nothing. 

Enter Pescaba and the others. 

Pes, How now, my lord I 

Mdl. O, sad disaster I 

Bod, How comes this ? 

Bos, Bevenge for the Duchess of Malfi, murder'd 
By the Arragonian brethren ; for Antonio, 
Slain by this hand ; for lustful Julia, 
Poison'd by this man ; and lastly for myself, 
That was an actor in the main of all 
Much 'gainst mine own good nature, yet i'th' end 
Neglected. 

Pes, How now, my lord I 

Card, Look to my brother : 
He gave us these large wounds, as we were struggling 
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Here i'th' rushes.^ And now, I pray, let me 

Be laid by and never thought of. [Dies. 

Pes. How fatally, it seems, he did withstand . 
His own rescue ! 

Mai. Thou wretched thing of blood. 
How .(^9ine Antonio by his death ? 
/" Bos. In a mist : I know not how : 
/ Such a mistake as I have often seen 
In a play. O, I am gone ! 
We are only like dead walls, or vaulted graves. 
That ruin'd, yield no echo. Fare you well. 
It may be pain, but no harm to me to die, 
In so good a quarrel. O, this gloomy world ! 
In what a shadow, or deep pit of darkness. 
Doth womanish and fearful mankind live ! 
Let worthy minds ne'er stagger in distrust 
To suffer death or shame for what is just : 
Mine is another voyage. 

Pes. The noble Delio, as I came to th' palace. 
Told me of Antonio's being here, and shew'd me 
A pretty gentleman, his son and heir. 

and ti nt(tnm\ ^QIX..^ 



yMifi. O sir, you come too late ! 
/ DeJio. I heard so, and 
/ Was arm'd for't, ere I came. Let us make noble use 
Of this great ruin ; and join all our forc^^ 
To establish tins joung^Ji0|ie£S^^ 



[Dies. 



' i. e. on the rushes that then covered the floor, in lieu of a 
carpet. 



Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



282 THE DUCHESS OP ILALFI. [act t. 

Li's mother's right. Thew wietdied enniienC things 

lieaye no more fiune behind 'em, than should one 

Fall in a fiost, and lesfe Ins print in snow : 

As soon as the son shines, it oyer mehs. 

Both form and matter. I have ever thought 

Natme doth nothing so great for great men. 

As when she's pleas'd to make them lords of tmUi : 

Integrity of life is fiime's host fiiend. 

Which nobljy beyond death, shall crown the end. 
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